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TO THE MEMORY :
or THE REVD. WILLIAM DODD, M. a.
MANY YEARS VICAR OF BOURN 1N LINCOLNSHIRE
wHo p1ED AvcusT 8, 1756.
AGED §4:
axp or ELIZABETH His wiryy
"wHO DIED MaY THE 21°7. 1756,
AGED 5§
WORTHY PARENTS,

WHOSE PARTIAL FONDNESS ENCOURAGED,
BUT WHOSE WISE, SOLLICITOUS, AND EVER-VALURD
CARE
ZNABLED THEIR 8ON TO FAR RETTER PURSUITS,
THAN ‘“ THIS IDLE TRADE:’

. THAT 80N,
WITH THE HICHEST FILIAL VENERATION,
INSCRIBES THIS LITTLE VOLUME OF POEMS,
AS AN HUMBLE, BUT AFFECTIONATE MONUMENT
OF THEIR MERIT, AND OF HIS LOVE.
BEST OF PARENTS !
WE SHALL MEET AGAIN!
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,ADVERTISEMENT.

OST of the poems in this volume are juve-

nile performances; the reft, the mere amufe-
ment of vacant moments® ; never fuffered to intrude
upon more impertant hours, or to interrupt better and
more ufeful occupations. Though the author lays no
great firefs upon them, nor builds any hope of increaf-
ing reputation upon their bottom ; yet, as many of
them -have appeared in public, and are fcattered
through different mifcellanies, he was willing to col-
le& them together : and the rather, becaufe he is thus
enabled to.pay a debt of filial affetion ; and to leave
behind him a little memorialof himfelf, with thofe
who love him.

Southampton-Row,
February 14, 1767.

# See preface to the Moral Pafterals, page 207,
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AN HYMN TO GOOD-NATURE. '~

INSCRIBED TO OUR REMAINING FRIENDS AT
MARGATE. MDCCLX.

Hilarifque, tamen cum pondere, virtus, .’ S7arT.

AIL, lovely nymph! apon whofe dimpted cheek
Sits ever-fmiling Candor! thee I wooe
At morn, at eve, and in my mid-day fong,
To blefs my focial walk.—Thou art the fun,
Its light, its luftre to the moral world .
Difpenfing : darknefs broods, and fullen gloom .
Spreads ker black pall o’er every fcene of joy,
Where thy foft eyes with-hold the genial fmile.

Lift to thy fuitor, nymph; extend thine hand,
White as the fwan’s foft down, to lead me home,
That I may dwell, for ever dwell with thee ;

And hold familiar converfc with thy fire
B Good
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Good Senfe, alert and vigorous old man ¢
And with thy fifter Pity oft retire
Into the lonely grove, to drop the tear,
To vent the figh humane!—For thou, fweet nymph,
Perfeion’s queen, Good Nature,—thon waft born
Of Tendernefs, the woodland fair, whom erft
Strong Senfe, thy fire robuft, in greenwood fhade,
Faft by a brook, which babbles thro’ the dell,
By" ruffet fern furrounded ; whom he met,
As wearied from the chace, he fought the fiream
To flake his thirft, and graceful bore his bow
Unftrung upon his thoulder : — There he met,
He faw, he lov’d, and to his fond embrace
Woo’d her, and won; and cropt the precious rofe
Of her virginity : while Hymen’s torch
Blaz’d with a double fplendor: thou, fweet nymph,
Waft the lov’d produce of their firft young blifs ;
Good Nature, fprung from Tendernefs, the bride,
And manly Senfe, the jolly, happy groom !

Thee, thee, I woo, fweet nymph, at morn, at eve,
At noon; it mid-day ; for thy tender heart,
Studious to_kindle Satisfaltion’s glow
In each rofe-tin@ur’d cheek, difdains to wound,
With flighteft pain, the humbleft ; thou wouldft wipe
The tear from ev’ry eye; and even the worm
Beneath thy feet, compaflionate, wouldft fave
From the leaft pang of corporal fufferance!
Yet, to the floic apathy eftrang’d,
Thou canft, with fteady courage, probe to th’ quick
The wound thou mean’ft to cure 3 thou canft reprove
With all the fweet perfuafion of efteem :

And give'a momentary pang, to free
. The
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The worthy mind from its ignoble chain.

Tho’ on the {wifteft wings of panting love
Thou wouldft fly forth to work a brother’s weal,
Thoughtlefs of toil ;—yet art thou never led
An eafy captive, with ¢ompliance mean,

At the foft lure of every fyren fong,

Which trills delufive : thou art of thy fteps
No lefs obfervant, than of thy compeers,

Slow choftn, 'lo.ng approv’d; and firm can’ft ffand
The noify dath of ignorant Vice’s waves. '
Not fo that counterfeit, who oft affumes

Thy name refpe&ful, giglet, light, and bafe,
Daughter of Folly ; whofe unmeaning front .
Wears the foft fimper of perpetual fmiles !
Unballafted by virtue, and feduc’d

Ever to follow the gay painted barge,

That with obftreperous tumult {preads its fails,
Its filken fails, as pleafure’s gales fhall blow
Upon Simplicity’s moft perilous main :
Improvident of danger; and of chart,

Of compafs, and of anchor, madly void!

No, gentle nymph, thy folid, foberer joys,
Approv'd while felt, and pleafing on review,
Thy joys, of foft benignity, I'd tafte ;

Thy joys,—which give its dignity, its worth
To this life,— painful boon, when difcontent
Inverts the profpe@-glafs, and all things kens
Enlarg’d in foul Malignity’s thick mift.
Then, foft Good-Nature, thed, oh fhed thy light;
Deign, Nymph, thy vivifying fmile; may all
Before my fight be beautified by thee!
Whether in folitude’s meandring fhades,
B2 Amidt
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" Amidft the upland copfe, or by the fide
Of fedgy-fringed brook, along the mead
Bedeck’d with flowers, 1 ftray; thou, thou, fair nymph,
Illume the profpeét, thou the upland copfe,
- And thou the fedgy-fringed brook, or mead,
Bedeck’d with flowrets, give me to behold
With placid fmiles, and approbation’s warmth.

When by my Charmer’s fide, my bride, my love,
Lift’ning I drink the mufic of her tongue,
Oh flill and e’er be prefent ; give me eyes
To trace her every amiable perfection ;
To magnify her graces ; and to draw
‘The veil of fond affe&ion,—fond, not blind =
O’er her minuter foibles, whence alas!
Mortality, moft refin’d, fhall ne’er be free!

And as in love, fo teach me to converfe
In friendfhip’s focial intercourfe ; ol teach
-Each ation to behold in faireft light : )
Beft motives to afign : to palliate faults:
Exculpate, where I may : and from the worit
Extra&, and hold to view the worthy part :
While for the beft, the generous, and the good,
With joy exalted, I ftand up, and fay,
¢¢ Behold his virtues ; mark, and imitate.”
~——But never may the curfe of envy’s guilt
Lead me to pry out littlenefs and faules,
Where merit claims my praife : and bafely caufe
Even in a nut-fhell to comprife the worth,
While half the world will fcarce fuffice to hold
The theufand faults, which my quick-fighted pride
Difoerns in him I envy.— Hence the thought ;
Touch with the lenient balm of thy foft love,

' Good-
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Good-Nature, gentle Nymph, the heart morofe,
The felf-tormenting heart, where thoughts, like thefe,
Corrofive gnaw ! — Or if, my focial friends,
With whom, regretful, late I intermix’d
The parting palm,——if hap’ly hearts like thefe
Be found amidft the bevy of bright nymphs,
Or fwains affiduous on fair Margate’s fhore,
Ah, let us to Good-Nature ftrait prefer
A common prayer ; that either fhe would tear
‘The black empoifon’d drop forth from their breafts :
Or wath off every tinge, defiling tinge
Of foul Malevolence, in old Ocean’s waves,
The common purifier of human ills.
So fhall a general candor dwell ferene
On every brow ; and each, with generous toil, .
Shall labour to diffufe the heart-felt blifs
Of fweet benevolence: fo a dawn of Heaven
Shall beam upon the mind, where faints feel joy
Confummate ; ever lov’d, becaufe in love
They ever live harmonious ; ever bleft,
For blefling is the bufinefs of their lives !
Oh! while on Margate’s fea-worn coaft you tread,

And court the rofy nymph, Hygeia ¢ bleft,
To your embraces, in the briny waves :—
May foft Good-Nature, on each focial {cheme

© Attend concomitant : whether you tread
* With jocund feet to Draper’s ¢, or Nath-court *:
Or, with profound amaze, from Light-houfe *, view
The vaft domain of Neptune, and admire

4+ Goddefs of health.
® % # Places of ufual refort near Margate,

His
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His azure waves, fring’d with the filver foam;
Whether on fober palfry, or in coach
Drawn by Margatian fteeds, much toil’d, ill fed,
You vifit, or fam’d Ramfgate’s rifing pier,
Slow work of public coft: or the vaft cliffs
And fcenes romantic of fair Dover view ; )
Whence late, fo late, we faw with cheerful eye,
The chalky face of Gallia’s hoftile coaft, ot
Nor felt a terror (fons of dauntlefs prowefs)
So near us tho’ the foe ; —where late we ftood
Mere pigmies on the ftrand ; and ftrain’d our fight
To reach the top of that cloud-vefted cliff,
Meet emblem of his genius*, high who towers
Above his brother bards, as that white rock,
Firm-rooted as his fame, rears o’er the reft
Its fearful nodding fummit ! —or if at home,
In all the elegance of drefs, you tread,
And give a luftre to the fprightly rooms,
Where beams young Love in many a fair one’s eye ;
Where-€’er you pafs; ah! may the {fmiling nymph
Diffufe her joys emollient ; fhe can gild

" The gloomieft fcenes ; and, perfect chemift fhe,
Whate’er fhe touches turns to pureft gold.

Then farewell, oh my friends! and, ye white cliffs,

Beneath whofe towering height {o oft I walk’d
On the {mooth level fand ; while all my foul
‘Was wrapt into aftonifhment and praife
At thy tremendous works, Maker omnipotent !
Then farewell, oh my friends! but thou, lov’d nymph,
Good-Nature, {prung from Tendernefs-and Senfe,

* Shakefpeare.
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I bid not thee farewell ; no; till the hour

When the Great Mafter fummons me to leave

Terreftrial ‘peace and harmony, for peace

And harmony, perennial, in the realms

Of blifs unutterable; thee will I woo!

Oh, ftill attend me thro’ the walk of life,

Smile on my brow; and triumph in my heart.—

So fhall I reft me on the down of peace;

So fhall my weeping friends, when the laft figh

Declares departed life, fmiting their breafts

Say—¢ Lov’d he liv’d, and loving:— peace to his
thade, .

«¢¢ Embalm him, Memory, and receive him, Heaven!” -

THE
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THE AFRICAN PRINCE,

WHEN IN ENGLAND, MDCCXLIX.

TO ZARA AT HIS FATHER’S COURT.

,ZNSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THER

EARL OF HALIFAX.

Rinces, my fair, unfortunately great,

Born to the pompous vaflalage of ftate, .
‘Whene’er the public calls, are doom’d to fly
Domeftic blifs, and break the private tie.

Fame pays with empty breath the toils they bear,

And love’s foft joys are chang’d for glorious care.

Yet confcious virtue, in the filent hour,

Rewards the hero with a noble dower.

For this alone I dar’d the roaring fea,

Yet more, for this I dar’d to part with thee.

But while my bofom feels the nobler flame,

Still, unreprov’d, it owns thy gentler claim.

Tho’ virtue’s awful form my foul approves,

*T'is thine, thine only, Zara, that it loves.

A private lot had made the claim but one,

'The prince alone muft love, for virtue, thun.

Ah! why, diftinguifh’d from the happier crowd,

To me the blifs of millions difallow’d ?

Why was I fingled for imperial fway,

Since love, and duty, point a different way ?
Fixd the dread voyage, and the day decreed,

When duty’s vitim, love, was doom’d to bleed,
|
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‘Too well my memory can thofe fcenes renew,

We met to figh, to weep our laft adieu.

That confcious palm, beneath whofe towering fhade

So oft our vows of mutual love were made;

Where hope o oft anticipated joy,

And plann’d of future years the bleft employ ;

That palm was witnefs to the tears we fhed,

When that fond hope, and all thofe joys were fled.

Thy trembling lips, with trembling lips, I prefs’d,

And held thee panting to my panting breaft.

Our forrow, grown too mighty to fuftain,

Now fnatch’d us, fainting, from the fenfe of pain.

Together finking in the trance divine,

I caught thy fleeting foul, and gave thee mine.

O! bleftoblivion of tormenting care!

O'! why recall’d to life and to defpair?

The dreadful fummons came, to part—and why?
* Why not the kinder fummons but to die?

To die together were to part no more,

To land in fafety on fome peaceful fhore,

Where love’s the bufinefs of immortal life,

And happy fpirits only guefs at ftrife.

¢ If in fome diftant land my prince thould find

<< Some nymph more fair, you cried, as Zara kind”—

Myfterious doubt! which could at once impart

Relief to mine, and anguith to thy heart.

Still let me triumph in the fear expreft,

The voice of love that whifper’d in thy breaft ;

Nor call me cruel, for my truth thall prove

>Twas but the vain anxicty of love.

Torn from thy fond embrace, the ftrand I gain,
Where mourning friends infli€t fuperfluous pain ;
My
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My father there his ftruggling fighs fuppreft,

And in dumb anguith clafp’d me to his breaft ;
Then fought, conceal’d the confli® of his mind,
To give the fortitude he could not find ;

Each life-tanght precept kindly he renew’d,

¢ Thy country’s good, faid he, be ftill purfued !
¢ If, when the gracious gods my fon reftore,

¢¢ Thefe eyes fhall fleep in death, to wake no more ;
¢ If then thefe limbs, which now in age decay,

¢¢ Shall mold’ring mix with earth’s parental clay ;
¢ Round my green tomb perform the facred rite,
¢ Afflume my throne, and let thy yoke be light;
¢¢ From lands of freedom glorious precepts bring,
¢ And reign at once a father and a king.”

How vainly proud, the arrogantly great
Prefume to boatt a monarch’s godlike ftate !
Subje& alike, the peafant and the king,

To life’s dark ills, and-care’s corroding fting.
From guilt and frand, that ftrike in filence fure,
No fhield can guard us, and no arms fecure.

By thefe, my fair, fubdu’d, thy prince was loft,
A naked captive on a barb’rous coaft!

Nurtur’d in eafe, a thoufand fervants round
My wants prevented, and my withes crown’d ;
No painful labours ftretch’d the tedious day,

On downy feet my moments danc’d away.
Whene’er I look’d, officious courtiers bow’d,
Where’er I pafs’d, a fhouting people croud ;
No fears intruded on the joys I knew,

Each man my friend, my lovely miftrefs you.
What dreadful change! abandon’d and alone,
The fhouted prince is now a flave unknown ;



P OE M S 1t

"T'o watch his eye no bending courtiers wait,

No hailing crowds proclaim his regal ftate ;

A flave condemn’d, with unrewarded toil,

‘To tarn, from morn to eve, a burning foil.
Fainting beneath the fun’s meridian heat,
Rouz’d by the fcourge, the taunting jeft I meet:

" ¢¢ Thanks to thy friends, they cry, whofe care recalls
¢ A prince to life, in whom a nation falls !”
Unwholfome fcraps my ftrength but half fuftain’d,
From corners glean’d, and even by dogs difdain’d ;
At night I mingled with a wretched crew,

Who by long ufe with woe familiar grew ;
Of manners brutith, mercilefs and rade,
They mock’d my fufferings, and my pangs renew’d ;
In groans, not fleep, I pafs’d the weary night,
And rofe to labour with the morning light.

Yet, thas of d.igfxity and eafe beguil’d,
Thus fcorn’d and fcourg’d, infulted and revil’d,
If heav’n with thee my faithful arms had bleft,
And fill’d with love my intervals of reft,
Short tho’ they were, my foul had never known
One fecret wifh to glitter on a throne ;
The toilfome day had heard no figh of mine,
Nor ftripes, nor fcorn, had urg’d me to repine.
A monarch fiill, beyond a monarch bleft,
Thy love my diadem, my throne thy breaft ;
My courtiers, watchful of my looks, thy eyes,
Should fhine, perfuade, and flatter, and advife;
Thy voice my mufic, and thy arms fhould be—
Ah! not the prifon of a flave in me!
Could I with infamy content remain,
And with thy lovely form to fhare my chain?

C2 Could

P



12 P OE M S

Could this bring eafe? forgive th’ unworthy thought,

And let the love, that finn’d, atone the fault.
Could I, a flave, and hopelefs to be free,
Crawl, tamely, recent from the fcourge, to thee?
Thy blooming beauties could thefe arms embrace ?
My guilty joys enflave an infant race ?
No: rather blaft me lightnings, whirlwinds tear,
And drive thefe limbs in atoms thro’ the air;
Rather than this, O! curfe me fill with life,
And let my Zara fmile a rival’s wife :
Be mine alone th’ accumulated woe,
Nor let me propagate my curfe below.

But, from this dreadful {cene, with joy, I turn ;
To: truft in heaven, of me, let Zara learn.
The wretch, the fordid hypocrite, who fold
His charge, an unfufpeéting prince, for gold,
That juftice mask’d, whofe eyes can never fleep,
And death, commiflion’d, finote him on the deep.
The gen’rous crew their port in fafety gain,
And tell my mournful tale, nor tell in vain;
The king, with horror of th’ atrocious deed,
In hafte commanded, and the flave was freed.
No more Britannia’s cheek the blufh of thame
Burns for my wrongs, her king reflores her fame :
Propitious gales, to freedom’s happy fhore,
Waft me teiumphant, and the prince reftore ;
Whate’er is great and gay around me fhine,
And all the {plendor of a court is mine.
Here knowledge too, by piety refin’d,
Sheds a bleft radiance o’er my bright’'ning mind 3
From earth I travel upward to the fky,
I learn to live, to reign, yet more, to die.

o!
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* O! 1 have tales to tell, of love divine~—
Such blifsful tidings! they fhall foon be thine.
I long to tell thee, what, amaz’d, I fee,
‘What habits, buildings, trades, and polity; )
How art and natare vie to entertain,
In public fhows, and mix delight with pain.
O! Zara, * here, a ftory like my own,
With mimic fkill, in borrow’d names, was thown ;
An Indian chief, like me, by fraud betray’d,
And, partner in his woes, an Indian maid.
I can’t recall the {cene, ’tis pain too great,
And, if recall’d, fhould thudder to relate.

‘To write the wonders here, I ftrive in vain

Each word would afk a thoufand to explain.
The time fhall come, O! fpeed the ling’ring hour! -
When Zara’s charms fhall lend defcription power ;
When plac’d befide thee, in the cool alcove,
Or thro’ the green Savannahs as we rove,
The frequent kifs fhall interrupt the tale,
And looks fhall fpeak my fenfe, tho’ language fail.
‘Then fhall the prodigies, that round me rife,
Fill thy dear bofom with a fweet furprize ;
Then all my knowledge, to thy faithful heart,
With danger gain’d, fecurely I’ll impart.
Methinks I fee thy charming looks exprefs
Th’ alternate fenfe of pleafure and diftrefs ;
As all the windings of my fate I trace,
And wing thy fancy fwift from place to place.

* He alludes to the play of Oroonoko, at which he was prefent,

and fo affected as to be unable to continue, during its performance,

- in the houfe.

Yet
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Yet where, alas! has flatt’ring thoughts convey’d”
The ravifh'd lover, with his darling maid ?
Between us, ftill, unmeafur'd oceans roll, ~
Which hoftile barks infeft, and ftorms controul.
Be calm my bofom, fince th’ unmeafur’d main,
And hoftile ba;ks, and ftorms, are God’s domain :
He rules refiftlefs, and his power fhall guide
My life in fafety o’er the roaring tide ;

Shall blefs the love, that’s built on virtue’s bafe,
And fpare me to evangelize my race.

Farewell ! thy prince ftill lives, and ftill is free:
Farewell! hope all things ; and remember me.

Z AR A,
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z A R A,
AT THE COURT OF ANNAMABOE,
TO THE AFRICAN PRINCE, WHEN IN ENGLAND.

Hould I the language of my heart conceal,
Nor warmly paint the paffion that I feel ;

My rifing with fhould groundlefs fears confine,
And doubts ungen’rous chill the glowing line;
Would not my prince, with nobler warmth, difdain
That love, as languid, which could ftoop to feign ?
Let guilt diffemble—in my faithful breaft
Love reigns unblam’d, and be that love confeft.
I give mlgg@g; , naked-to.thy view, .
For, what has thame with innocence to da?
In fancy, now, I clafp thee to my heart,
Exchange my vows, and all my joys impart.
I catch new tranfport from thy {peaking eye;
But whence this fad, involuntary figh ?
Why pants my bofom with intruding fears ?
Why, from my eyes, diftil unbidden tears?
Why do my hands thus tremble as I write?
‘Why fades thy lov’d idea from my fight?
Oh! art thou fafe, on Britain’s happy fhore,
From winds that bellow, and from feas that roar?
And has my prince— (Oh, more than mortal pain!)
Betray'd by ruffians, felt the captive’s chain ?
Bound were thofe limbs, ordain’d alone to prove
The toils of empire, and the fweets of love ?

Hold,
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Hold, hold! Barbarians of the fierceft kind !
Fear heaven’s red lightning—"tis a prince ye bind ;
A prince, whom no indignities could hide ;
They knew, prefumptuous! and the gods defy’d.
Where’er he moves, let love-join’d rev’rence rife,
And all mankind behold with Zara’s eyes!

Thy breaft alone, when bounding o’er the waves
'To freedom’s climes, from {lavery and flaves ;
Thy breaft alone the pleafing thought can frame
Of what [ felt, when thy dear letters came:
A thoufand times I held ’em to my breatt,
" A thoufand times my lips the paper preft:
My full heart panted with 2 joy too ftrong,
And ¢« Oh my prince !” died falt’ring on my tongue :
Fainting I funk, unequal to the ftrife,
And milder joys fuftain’d returning life.
Hope, fweet enchantrefs, round my love-fick head
Delightful fcenes of bleft delufion {pread.

¢ Come, come, my prince! my charmer! hafte away;
¢ Come, come, I cry’d, thy Zara blames thy ftay.
¢ For thee, the fhrubs their richeft {weets retain ;
«¢ For thee, new colours wait to paint the plain ;
¢ For thee, cool breezes linger in the grove,
¢¢ The birds expeét thee in the green alcove ;
¢« *Till thy return, the rills forget to fall,
«¢ *Till thy return, the fun, the foul of alle—
«¢ He comes, my maids, in his meridian charms,
<« He comes refulgent to his Zara’s arms :
¢« With jocund fongs proclaim my love’s return ;
« With jocund hearts his nuptial bed adorn.
¢ Bright as the fun, yet gentle as the dove,
¢¢ He comes, uniting majefty and love,” —

Too
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" Too foon, alas! the bleft delufion flies 3

Care fwells my breaft, and forrow fills my eyes.

Ah! why do thy fond words fuggeft a fear—

'Too vaft, too num’rous, thofe already here !

Ah! why with doubts torment my bleeding breaft,

Of feas which ftorms controul, and foes infeit!

My heart, in all this tedious abfence, knows

No thoughts but thofe of ftorms, and feas, and foes..
Each joylefs morning, with the rifing fun,

Quick to the ftrand my feet fpontaneous run,

¢¢ Where, where’s my prince! what tidings have ye

< brought

Of each I met, with pleading tears I fought.

In vain I fought, fome, confcious of my pain,

With horrid filence pointed to the main.

Some with a fneer the brutal thought expreft,

And plung’d the dagger of a barb’rous jeft.

Day follow’d day, and ftill I wifh’d the next,

New hopes ftill flatter’d, and new doubts perplex’d ;

Day follow’d day, the wifh’d to-morrow came,

My hopes, doubts, fears, anxieties the fame.

At length—¢¢ O pow’r fupreme! whoe’er thou art,
¢¢ Thy thrine the fky, thefea, the earth, or heart;
¢ Since ev’ry clime, and all th’ unbounded main,

«¢ And hoftile barks, and ftorms, are thy domain;
«¢ If faithful paffion can thy bounty move,

¢« And goodnefs fure muft be the friend of love,

*¢ Safe to thefe arms my lovely prince reftore,

¢¢ Safe to his Zara’s arms, to part no more.

¢ O! grant to virtue thy proteéting care,

¢¢ And grant thy love to love’s availing pray’r.

D ¢ Together,
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¢« Together, then, and emulous to praife,

¢ A flow’ry altar to thy name we’ll rajfe; -

¢¢ Thero, firft and laft, on eacl returning day,

¢¢ To thee our vows of gratitude we’ll pay.” °
Fool that I was, to all my comfort blind,

Why, when thou went’ft, did Zara ftay behind ?

" How could 1 fondly hope one joy to prove,

’Midft all the wild anxieties of love?
Had fate in other mold thy Zara form’d,
And my bold breaft with manly friendfhip warm’d,
How had I glow’d exulting at thy fide,
- How all the fhafts of adverfe fate defy’d !
_Or yet a woman, and not nérv’d for toil,
With thee, oh! had I turn’d a burning foil}
In the cold prifon had I lain with thee,
In love ftill happy, we had fill been free;
Then fortune brav’d, had own’d fuperior might,
And pin’d with envy, while we forc’d delight.

Why fhould’ft thou bid thy love remember thee #
Thine all my thoughts have been, and fill fhall be.
Each night, the cool Savannahs have I fought,

And breath’d the fondnefs of enamour’d thought;

The curling breezes murmur’d 4s I figh’d, - -
And hoarfe, at diftance, roar’d my foe, the tide:

My breatt ftill haunted by a motly train,

Now doubts, now hopes prevail’d, now joy, now pain.’
Now fix’d I ftand, my fpirit fled to thine, ‘
Nor note the time, nor fee the fun decline;

Now rouz'd I ftart, and wing’d with fear I run,
In vain, alas! for ’tis myfelf I’d fhun.

When kindly fleep its lenient balm fupply’d,
And gave that comfort, waking thought deny’d,
’ Laf
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Laft night—bat why, ah Zara! why impart,
The fond, fond fancies of a love-fick heart?

Yet true dehghts on fancy’s wings are brought,
And love’s foft raptures realiz’d in thought—
Laft night I faw, methinks I fee it now —
Heav’n’s awful concave round thy Zara bow ;
When fudden thence 2 flaming chariot flew,

Which earth receiv’d, and fix white courfers drew.
Then, quick tranfition, did thy Zara ride,

Borne to the chariot—wond’rous—by thy fide: .
All glorious both, from clime to clime we flew,
Each happy clime with {weet {urprize we view.

A thoufand voices fung——¢¢ All blifs betide

¢¢ The prince of Lybia, and his faithful bride.”
¢ *T'is done, ’tis done” refounded thro’ the fkies,
And quick aloft the car began to rife ;

Ten thoufand beauties ctouded on my fight,

‘Ten thoufand glories beam’d a dazzling light. -
My thoughts could bear no more, the vifion fled,
And. wretched Zara view’d her lonely bed. '
Come, fweet interpreter, and eafe my foul;

Come to-my bofom, and explain the whole.

Alas! my prince—yet hold, my ftruggling breaft!
Sure we fhall meet again, again be bleft.

«¢ Hope all, thou fay’, I live, and fill am free;”
Oh then prevent thofe hopes, and hafte to me.
Eafe all the doubts thy Zara’s bofom knows,

And kindly flop the torrent of her woes.

But that I know too well thy gen’rous heart,
One doubt, than all, more torment would impart :
*Tis this, in Britain’s happy courts to fhine,
Almdﬂ: &thonfand.hl.oommg\malds, is thine ——

Dz Bat
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But thou, 3 thoufand blooming maids among,

Art ftill thyfelf, incapable of wrong;

No outward charm can captivate thy mind,

Thy love is friendfhip heighten’d and refin’d ;

’Tis what my foul, and not my form infpires,

And burns with fpotlefs and immortal fires.

Thy joys, like mine, from confcious truth arife ;

And known thofe joys, what others canft thou prize?

Be jealous doubts the curfe of fordid minds;

Hence jealous doubts, I give ye to the winds—
Once more, O come! and {natch me to thy arms; .

Come, fhield my beating heart from vain alarms!

Come, let me hang enamour’d on thy breaft,

Weep pleafing tears, and be with joy diftreft;

Let me fill hear, and ftill demand thy tale,

And oft renew’d, ftilllet my fuit prevail.

Much fill remains to tell and to enquire,

My hand ftill writes, and writing prompts defire;

My pen denies my laft farewel to write,

Still, fill, ¢ return,” my wifhful thoughts indite.

Oh hear, my prince, thy love, thy miftrefs call,

Think o’er each tender name, and hear by all.

Oh! pleafing intercourfe of foul with foul,

. Thus, while I write, Ifee, Iclafp thee whole;

And thefe kind letters trembling Zara drew,

In every line fhall bring her to thy view.

Return, return; in love and truth excel;

Return, I write; I cannot add,— farewel.

AN
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AN EPISTLE FROM LINCOLNSHIRE,

TO A FRIEND IN THE ARMY.

9 W.AS vain, my friend, tourge the kind requeft,
Or hope one fpark of fancy in-my breaft ;
While plagu’d with doubts, with diagrams and rules,’
The heavy, learned lumber of the {chools:
As foon amidft deftru@ion’s thund’ring train,
While cannons roar’d, and thoufands ftrew’d the plain,
Cou’d you have fcorn’d the horrors of the war,
Sate down unmov’d, and fung of Kitty C .
But now the tatk with pleafure I purfue,
And joy to pleafe myfelf in pleafing you:
For if youdeem compliance forms the fong,
Mere complaifance—you do the mufes wrong:
Mouch more miftake my bofom’s kindling flame,
Which ne’er was languid to fo fweet a theme.
Nor be it faid, a poet wanted fire,
Where all the graces, all the nine confpire,
(Fair flefh and blood, not fancy’s fabled throng)
To warm the heart and animate the fong.
Chance ’twill found ftrange, (then whifper’d let it be.
It matters not who hears, fave you and me:)
Boeotian fens, where fogs and dulnefs reign,
That they the graces, and the nine contain :
That beauty there enflaves the willing heart,
Witheut the prudith elegance of art;
That modett virtue fcorns diffembling there,
Tremble ye belles, and all ye beaux defpair!

What
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What tho’ no mall with mincing fteps they pace,
Nor glitter in the box with borrow’d grace;
What, though unlearn’d t’ elaborate a figh,
While in foft firains the fofter eunuchs die :
What tho’ to midnight matks they never come,
Ruth to the reut, or riot at the drum :
Far diff’rent {cenes thofe happy plains engage,
‘The joys without the follies of the age.

Is there a fport? that fport fair virtue guides;
Is there a pleafure ? innocence prefides :
Beauty bright blooming leads the train along,
And fweet good-nature fimiles thro’ all the throng ;
In human fhapes they joy the heart to warm,
Each fteals a J—k~—n’s, or a B—th’s form.

Why were we born 2 moment’s blifs to fhare,
And pine away whole agés in defpair?
Why was I bieft amid# that happy train,
So fhort the blefling, and fo long the pain?
Thas while 1 write my fick’ning fancy mourns,
Each fair idea to my view returns :
E’en now I fee the lovely nymphs advance
Form thie gay ranks, and glide along the dance;
E’en now, admiring each bright maid, I trace,
And wrapt in wonder cou’d for ever gaze.
But why, ah why—the bluthing lover fpare,
Too well thou know’t—ah! why was Delia there ?
Alas, how chang’d! from what fair glory loft,
The maidepn’s envy, and the matron’s boaft!
From clime to clime by bufy cenfure borne,
Contempt’s beft theme, and fenfe and reafon’s fcorn:
Or forc’d, or willing, wav’ring wild, to wed,
And blooming wither in an old man’s bed.
S Yet
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Yet whetefore cenfure? ’tis in falt to praife ;
{The modith manner of our modern days:)
Yet hence, gallants, that haplefs beauty fpare,
A tear is due from kind compaffion there.

Bleft were the bards of old who never ftrove

Bright maids to celebrate, or chaunt their love;
Bat to their aid fome willing godhead came,
And by his loving dignify’d the dame;

Who lov’d Europa, fo extoll’d her charms,

He brought the very thund’rer to her arms:

So chafte was Daphne when her lover woo’d,

He made her fly, when ¢’en fir Pheebus fu’d :
Nor cou’d the beauteous Ariadae plain,

But ftraight kind Bacchus flew to footh her pain.
But fince plain fenfe got footing on our ground,
Thefe gallant tales no more admiffion found :
Our fqueamith ftomachs fuch rank lies exclude,
And downright truth muft be our only food :
Think then—{o rare true worth on modern foil, —
How very hard the poets find their toil.

But this with me, you’ll anfwer, nothing weighs,
Speak downright truth, youw’ll {peak the nobleft praife:
Cenfure cries out, and growling drops her pen,

«¢ Reverfe each chara&er, ’tis cenfure then.”
See fittion blufhing from her pencil run,
And own her gaieft tints by B—th’s charms outdone.

But foft, my friends, or e’er we fpeak the reft,
Indulge our with, and make the country bleft :
‘Thofe nymphs together let us once more view,

Who fire our fancies and our flames renew :

Thofe nymphs! whom youthfal Clodio’s felf has feen,

Fam’d for the ftep precife and upright mien!
. Whom
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Whom ev’n he faw——and in their chorus join’d,
To eafe the wond’rous workings of his mind !
Alas how vain ! —the fickle damfe! flown,
And all his hopes of dear ten thoufand gone !
Alas how vain!——ye virgins, aid his pain,
*Tis hard ta triumph o’er fo meek a fwain !
Peace to his foul !—while I my with renew,
Once more in Lincoln’s fens my friend to view :
Then fhall the mufe with double ardour foar,
Now graces celebrate, now charms explore ;
Then might I hope!—bright beauties, hear my
pray’er—
Conceive the reft—"tis figh’d and loft in air.

CYDIPPE
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CYDIPPE TO LEONZO.

Leonzo. by Rrong pretenfions of love, but full of de-
ceit, robbed the chafte Cydippe of her honour.
This misfortune hung fo heavy upon her, that it
brought on her death; in the time of her ficknefs,
to reform Leonzo, and fet his crime before his view,
fhe wrote the following epittle. .

HINK not I write thy pity to implore,
Ere this thou read’ft— Cydippe is no-more:
For thee alone, ungrateful as thou art,
To purge thy paflions, and amend thy heart 3
For thee alone, the trembling pen I take,
Willing my woe, thy happinefs ta make.

Too well,. Leonzo, all my heart jrou know,
How warm my love, how virtuous, and how true;
Thy tender fighs my heart’s fond pity mov’d,
And I at firft through mere compaffion lov’d.

But as I found thy fondnefs fill the fame,

Still kind thy treatment, and ftill pure thy flame;
No more I wifh’d, or ftudy’d to be free,

But frankly all my heart refign’d to thee.

So true my love, of change I nothing guef,

Nor dreaded aught, with thy.protection bleft. -

Shield me juft heav’n, Leonzo’s felf betrays,
And'my pure flame with perfidy .repays !

Ev’n he, my.guide, my guardian.and my friend,
Lov’d to affift, and chofen to defend 3

Ev’n he becomes the viper-in ‘my breaft,

Defpoils my love, andlays my comfort waftel -~ .

' E Think
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Think what a deed, Leonzo, thou haft done,
And well, well, weigh the triumph thou haff won.
Lo, ’tis o’er one— whofe heart was all thy own,
Who lov’d thee well, and lov’d but thee alone ;
Who far thy fake each hardfhip would have try’d,
And pleas’d to make thee happy would have dy’d.
And ke, for one fhort interval of blame,
A tranfient joy that thoa fhouldft blath to name ;
Her haft thou robb’d of ev’ry human blifs,
Fair virtue, foft content, and fmiling peace!
And in return, condemn’d to drag the chain
Of fhame, remorfe, and felf.confuming pain.
Hadft thou fonte mean, fome unknown maid abas’d,
Nought could 2 deed fo biack have e’er excus’d :
Oh! think them how immenfe the fault muft prove,
When fuch the bafe retarn of virtuous love ;
When unfefpedted, o th' wnguarded maid
Her own: pyotector fteals, and all her foul’a betray’d.
Beware, ye virgins of falfe lovers arts,
" You cannot guard too much yoar gentle hearts:
The faithlefs wantons triumph to deceive,
Laugh at our tears, and joy to.fec us grieve.
Yet fure, Leonzo, fure it cannot be,
‘That all are cruel, all unjuft as thee !
‘There are~—kind heav’n augment the happy few!
‘Who fcorn the paths whick libertines purfae ;
In whofe pare love the virgin may confide,
But ah, how rare !——and what to chafe, the gmdc
By what bleft art fhali we difeern the true,
From lovers, oh Leonzo, falfeas you!.
Or how efcape, when fiadious to betray,
Wild roves the rake thro® pleafures flow’ry way ; .
. The
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‘The virgin’s anguifh, and the parent’s tear,
Mirth to his view, and mafic to his ear!

Ah me, ’tis vain, ftill many a haplefs fair,
Henceforth;" like poor Cydippe, muft defpair:

More falfe Leonzos to their ruin hafte,
And fly to lay each litde Eden wafte.

Think of the crime, and view, with confcious thought,
My fad difirefs, by thy unkindnefs wrought; v
Refle® how much Ilov’d, and to thy eyes,

Let the dread guilt in all ts horrors rife ;

Let keen remorfe afflit thy tortur’d breaft,

And make thee wretched — if *twill make thee bleft.
May’ft thou at:laft the fatal fault -erafe,

Difarm heav’n’s vengeance, and sefign in peace |

Farewel-—ryet think how much Cydippe lov’d,
How much for thee the fuffer’d : and be mov'd;
Farewel — remember me, nor hope to find
Repofe from ought, but virtue, i thy miad.

Ez2 - A
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If on my gloom of folitude ere breaks

Of pleafure glimmering ray, ’ds all from you,
From fweet reflection on the abfent fair,

Soul of my foul~—with whom whyleare when bleft,
How gay was nature, .and each {cene how trim!
How chang’d, how alter’d now! Jor lo! (the mom .
Mid#t choughts thus penfive, or midft.travelling dwil,
QO’er the wild.maze of philofophic ground *,

At length o’erpaft) as by the dinner bell,

Once found moft prateful, call’d, the dufty fairs,

({ Defpotic empire where Arachne holds

Her curious webs, midit death-denouncing beats,
Inceflant weaving) :as adown I move

My hunger-ftisr’d, yet grief-flay’d languid kimbs,

* Philofophy is the zeigming fludy, and prinvipsly rewatded. af
Cambridge. 1 The following piflage from a-late dearned writzr wﬂl
well explain thefe lines,

« It is certain the improvements they do malie in learning, cfpu-
cially in mathematical and philofophical .learning, are oftenextraor-
dinary for perfons of their age, (meaning the undergraduates atiCame
bridge) and are ufually as.graat .as may veaforsdbily be expecied 10 be
made, within the compafe of -time they .commonly sefide smongh
us. In thefe refpe@s we have mot loft, awe liave, I think, gained
ground of late years: and.though I.am not fenfible that the fludy of
claffical learning has declined among us, and fhould be much con-
cerned if it had; yet T am of opinion, that it-would be mere at-
tended to, and carried to & much greater'height than it ufually is,
if fome public honours were affixed ‘to improvements-of that kind,
@s lias already been done tothofe in philofophy.*

4 See confiderations on the expediency of making the late-regula-

tions at Cambridge, p. 15.

A
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A fcene how dill crouda fulleh on my view!
Clos’d every antique window thro® the dome,
(Black with the fmoke of many a rolling year)
Whence, or in night-cap white, or, fome more gay,
In velvet foft of many a varied hue, :
Peep’d forth, on barber calling thrill 'and loud,
Dreading the lofs of dinner, numerous heads!
‘No barbers triny are now! No mere they fkim
The well-fhav’d lawn, its beard regardles grows
‘To length uncouth, and wild reglefted grals
O’er every plat uncultivated reigns ! -
No barbers trim are now! no more with wig :
‘Well-powder’d, white or brown, of don more grave,
Or fcholar blythe meet emblems, hake thofe fires
Of news, and fpruce confummators of drefa!
No more the jolly Jips®, with heart a foe
‘To thought or forrow, carol out their fongs,
Loud-echoing thso’ the mirth-devoted court,
As to the butseries, with their paper friend
Jocund they jog along, and o’er their ale
Meafure their mafters mesits by their gifts!
To penwry, alas, and pinching want.
Condemn’d, the long vacation loud they carfe,

* Are an idle ufeful fet of hangers en the college, who pro-
cure ale, pence, &c.. by rupning errands, and doing little fer-
vices for their mafters; and are a degree inferior in place and pre-
eminence to the bed-makers: from a regard to the interefis of the
young gentlemen, the butler feldom permits them to have any thing
of him without a note from the giver —which is ufually in this
form, a five of ale—Williams—leaf and butter, Fackfon: by this
the reader will underfland what is meant by paper friend,

And
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And pray with me, O&aber’s bell ¥ to hear,
‘To fophs more dredd than curfeu! fo thro’ life
The weal of one ftill proves another’s woe.

Of gracious Alma Mater’s defert plight
Meet reprefentative, yon matron + view, -
With years and labour bent, on lonely ftep,
Entrance of ftair-cafe, where her mafters lov’d
Erft won, all penfive plac’d; her heavy head
Her feeble arm upholds ; her heavy heart,
Ah me, what now remaineth f uphold ?

How pleafing late with lufty Sol to rife,
And to the room of midnight revelry,
Late jolly feat, repair! there, there what joy
The ruins of the rout to traverfe o’er,
And with-the lufcious fragments feaft her tafte
Luxurious, and o’erwhelm her thirfty gule! .
Carelefs of morrow, by the mellow youth
All things are to her rapine left a prey!
How pants her heart, while filently fecure
She ravages the fcene! and as the bee
From morning flowers, with honey-loaded thigh
Haftes happy to the hive——fo homeward fares,

* Which rings in that dreadful term, the laf hefore degree-
time, when the fophs, or thofe who then take their degrees, are
in no fmall terror from moderators, wiflers, or examiners, proc-
tors, philofophy, and fiery trials.

4 Meaning an aged bed-maker, for 'tis requifite, and a point
of great prudence in the governors of colleges, that the fhe bed-
makers fhould be both aged and uninviting, left temptation fhould
caufc. the younger. hearts to wander from the paths of virtues .

With
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With fpoils replete, the merry-hearted dame.
‘What wonder now fhe mourns, when revel-routs,
‘When feafts and fpoils like thefe are found no more ?
So wept, fo griev’d the Macedonian chief,
When all the world dread ravag’d, and o’er-run,
No other world remain’d for future deeds,
Future deftru®tion, blood-fhed, fpoils, and death!

,Scant ftrew’d with cloth full black its antique boards,
(For fuch unphilofophic eyes wou’d deem,
‘What tables Granta’s wifer fons yclepe,)
The hall, whence frighted hofpitality
Wan takes her flight, with lonely fteps and flow
Mufing I enter, and with fighs behold
My folitary trencher *! banquets rich,
And choiceft dainties all their relith lofe,
If temper’d not with fweet fociety!
Stiff thro’ the hall, the lowering of my cap,
And reverential meek refpet demands
One moving, dull, alone, diftreft like me, .
Of big authority, and that great name,
FeLrow, in Granta’s walls fonorous deem’d,
Full proud, and fwoln with mighty littlenefs!
Sick of the mimic pageant, down I hafte
My fparing dinner; and full glad avoid
A wight fo hateful to judicious eyes:
Left to his own dull filence, and to gnaw
Malign his cancred and perturbed gall!

But as on foreft dreary wafte and wide,

® That is, —a fquare piece of deal board, feldom if ever fcraped,
(never wath'd) off which the younger part of the univerfity dine.

B The
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The traveller bewilder’d looks agaft,

And doubts which way to turn his fober fteed,

Each equally perplexing, each alike

Lonely and defert: fo from every fcene

Friendly fociety and comfort fled,

In hefitation fighing, long I fand,

Where to dire& my faint and feeble feet!

Along the filent ftreets, whofe awful gloom

Adds horror to my melancholy foul,

I fieal on unregarded: friendly face,

Round-cap *, or fquare, ne’er greet my pafling fteps

With falutation pleafing: nor the fhops

Of Thurlbourn, Merrill $ —or than thofe more fweet,

That, where the beauteous wife's bright vifage gives

Beauty to books, and luftre to their backs,

One acceptable greeting ¢’er afford !

Not one lov’d friend —tis filence, darknefs all!
And yet awhile, methinks, my cares are fill’d,

* The undergraduates, or thofe who are not dignified with the
title of A,B. or any thing fimilar thereto, in general wear round.
caps, not unlike thofe of the charity-boys, faving that they are
tlack, — the fuperior orders wear fguare ones dignified with filken
taflels.

+ Thurlbourn and Merril are fo well known, we need obferve
nothing of the honefty or excellence of thefe eminent bookfellers.
The third (Mr. Matthews) who is hinted at in the next line, is
Jefs famous in public, but renowned within the walls of Granta,
for a very pretty wife, whom he had juft brought home when this
poem was written.

N. B. This circumftance may, in future times, be of no fmall

fervice to fix the c{uonology of this poem,
. And
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And dawn of comfort rays upon my gloom,

As in profoundeft meditation loft,

Befide the door-cafe * leaning I behold,

In fond imagination’s eye, the walk

Hight Regent, by the babbling fophifts throng’d,
For ftern difpute in mental armour clad.

Slow tolls the bell : bright glory holds aloft

Her fplendid crown, where gaily ftamp’d in gold,
Great Wrangler { glows, and panting honour throbs
In each firce combatant’s afpiring heart!

# Mr, Merrill’s thop looks upon the walk ;ommonly called the
Regent, which leads to the fchools, which before two, (the hour
when public exercife is kept in the fchools) is generally much
thronged by the younger fort, to hear the difputations, but more
particularly when any renowned hero is to afcend the rofirum,

1 There are twelve of every year conftantly honoured with
that appellation, as a mark of their fuperior .merit. Many
are the privileges they ufed to enjoy, which by imperceptible
degrees, have dwindled away to one only, that of chufing each a
fquire, and vifiting all the fair ladies of the town, from whom they
demand — nought but a kifs. And the good-natured ladies never
were averfe to fo Jaudable a cuflom, But mark the unkindnefs of
our times! even this privilege is taken away, and the Wranglers
muft no more joyoufly ravith the balmy bleffings from the coy and
firuggling fair: fcarce a dry eye was feen on the day when the wran-
glers were laft expeted, the peeping maidens obferved, now and
then, one with down-caft looks fteal along the firects, and muffle
-up his inglorious face in difmal black, proper emblem of the
eruel deftiny, —The year 1750 is, and will be, remembered with
gricf, by every Cambridge virgin, and future Wrangler,

Fz He
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He comes, behold, the dread decider * comes——
As from the eaft the giant-fun breaks forth,
To run his courfé, on each beholder’s eye!
He comes, afcend the roftrum, mount on high,
Great Cato of fair fcience, and confound
The fyllogiftic flaves of cavil fly!
See the prefs thickens, hark the fight begins,
Tongue-doughty—oh, of ignorance ye fons!
How ill for you in unknown guife they treat
Of fubjets deep, important! elfe what funds,
What mighty crops of fcience might ye reap,
And grow in wifdom wealthy ! fo yon fon,
(Or Cambro-Briton, or from northern climes,
Late footing o’er the hard and pebbly foil)
As by that pillar leaning, all agape,
Thus witnefling his wonder and applaufe,
Right fapient deems, while in his troubled thoughts
He fcorns the ignorance of northern climes:
And prickt with emulation hies him home
To plod o’er hallow’d Euclid’s facred page!

Not fo the happy difputants : releas’d
And crown’d with high applaufe, jocund they hafte
To drench their thirfty fouls in chearing wine :
Pleas’d talking o’er the glories of the day,
And taking off each argument afreth.
Thus from the chace, around the rofy cups
The jolly-hearted hunters ftun the ear '
With feats atchiev’d by each, while every fence

® Or moderator, whofe bufinefs it is to be umpire in ail
academical difputations, to keep up good manners and decency
between the combatants, '

Again
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Again is fprung, each beaft again purfued
And in unagmauon flain anew. -

Where, roving fancy, whither was I borne ! =
Thefe a&tive fcenes are wrapt in flumber now,
The ftill fchools droop, the defart roftrum mourns;
And penfive filence with her down-fixt eyes
Walks folitary round the forrowing walls.

Vain is it, once the coffee-houfe fupplied
Reviving coffee, or heart-chearing tea,

And with them pamphlets in long happy roll,
Food for the hungry mind! how dreary all
Asent’ring there, I pace along the room !

The languid Dockrill * drops his wonted fmiles,
Pale Dockerilla on her elbow leans,

- And views the long, long order, thining trim,
(Ah that they fhine!) of coffee-pots forlorn!
While each with me in deep complaining joins
And ruminates full fad on happier days.

Vain is the hope for ought of comfort here:
Quick let me wander to thofe pleafing fcenes,
Where nymphs whilome right gaily trimm’d, advanc’d,
And fpread their gawdy plumage to the fun.

But vanifh’d is the fun from Granta’s fkies,
With it the fummer’s vanifh’d—and the pride
Of fummer, each gay butterfly is gone! '
No more the high-arch’d walk of lovely Clare,
No more proud Trinity’s delightful round,

#* The names of the mafter and miftrefs of the coffee-houfe,
commonly called Robin's coffee-houfe. For the defcription of an
academical coffec-houfe, we refer the reader to that noble hiftory of
Little Pompey,

No
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No more the rural grove of awful Kings,

Or Johnian fcenes for folitude devis’d,

Are with the bevy bright of gownfmen blythe
And beauteous ladies, elegantly throng’d.

No more the Commoner * with gold diftinét,

® The before-mentioned hiftory well explains the meaning of
this word, chap. XII book II. ¢ He was admitted in the rank
€ of a fellow-commoner, which, according to the definition
¢ given by a member of the univerfity in a court of juftice, is one
¢ who fits at the fame table, and enjoys the converfation of the
¢ fellows, It differs from what is called a gentleman commener
¢ at Oxford, notonly in the name, but al(o in the greater privileges
¢ and licences indulged to the members of this order; who do not
¢ only enjoy the converfation of the fellows, but likewife a full
¢ liberty of following their own imaginations in every thing. Foras
< tators and governors of eolleges have ufually pretty fagicious no~
& fes after preferment, they think it impolitic to crofs the inclinae
¢ tions of young gentlemen, who are heirs to great eftates, and
¢ from whom they expe@ benefices and dignities hereafter, as re-
4 wards for their want of care of them, while they were under their
¢ prote@ion. From hence it comesto pafs, that pupils of this rank
¢ are excufed from all public exercifes, and allowed to abfent them.
¢ felves at pleafure from the private le®ures in their tutors rooms,
¢ as often as they have made a party for hunting, or an engagement
¢ at the Tennis-court, or are not well recovered from their evening’s
¢ debauch. And whilft a poor unhappy foph, of no fortune, is of-
¢ ten expelled for the moft trivial offences, or merely to humour the
¢ capricious refentment of his tutor, who happens to diflike his
¢ face ; young noblemen, and heirs of great eftates, may commis
¢ any illegalities, and, if they pleafe, overturn a college with im«
¢ punity.’

N. B, Let it be acknowledg'd our Author is rather too fevere,

And
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And curfing regulations, treads the green,

With Rtep fuperior ; while perchance his fide,

Some humbler fellow *, very meck, attends,
: Fult

® A fellow of a college is either a2 moft amiable or a moft infig~
mificant charaler : to the honour of the univerfities be it fpoken,
they now abound with as many worthy men, in that Ration,
as can cither be defired or expeted; and were I not to be Tu(peed
of flattery, I would name feveral, whofe names as tutors as well as
fellows, do honour to their own colleges, and the univerfity in ge-
neral : but many too there are of the fpecies mentioned in Pampey
the Little, whcfe infignificancy can never be fufficiently ridiculed,
and whofe foolith pride never fufficiently humbled.—Let us
therefore, with honett Boileau, cenfuring only to amend, fee
what is there faid of them: ¢ He (Williams, a M. A. and fellow)
¢ was in the firft place, a man of the moft exatt and punQiliows
¢ neatnefs; his fhoes were always blacked in the niceft manner, his
¢ wigs powdered with the moft finical delicacy, and he would fcold
¢ his laundrefs for a whole morning together, if he difcovered a wry
¢ plait in the floeve of his fhirt, or the leaft fpeck of dirt on any
¢ part of his linen. He rofe conftantly to chapel, and afterwards
¢ procecded with great importance to breakfa®, which, moderately
¢ fpeaking, took up two hours of his morning; for when he had
¢ done fipping his tea, he ufed to wath up the cups with the moft
¢ orderly exa@nefs, and replace them with the utmoft regularity in
€ their corner-cupboard.  After this, he drew on his boots, ordered
¢ his horfe, and rode out for the air, having been told that a feden-
¢ tary life is deftruive of the conftitution, and that too much
¢ fludy impairs the health. At his return he had barely time to
¢ wath his hands, clean his teeth, and put on a frefh-powdered wig,
¢ before the college-bell fummoned him to dinner in the publie
¢ hall. Whea this great affair was ended, be fpeat an hour with
¢ the
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Full fupple, big with hopes of benefice !
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¢ the reft of the fellows in the common-room to digeft his meal,
¢ and then went to the coffee-houfe to read the news-papers; where
¢ he loitered away that heavy interval, which paffed between dinner
¢ and the hour appointed for afternoon tea: but as foon as the clock
¢ firuck three, he tucked up his gown, and flew with all imaginable
¢ hafte to fome of the young ladies abovementioned, who all efteemed
¢ him a prodigious geniws, and were ready to laugh at his wit
¢ before he had opened his mouth. In thefe agreeabls vifits he
¢ remmined till the time of evening chapel ; and when this was over,
¢ {upper fucceeded next to find him freth employment; from whence
¢ he repaired again to the coffce-houfe, and then to fome engage-
¢ ment he had made at afriend’s room, to fpend the remaining
¢ part of the evening. By this account of his day’s tranfalions,
¢ the reader will fee how very impoffible it was for him to find lei-
¢ fare for fludy in the midft of fo many important avocations; yet
¢ he made a thift fometimes to play half a tune on the German flute
¢ in amorning, and once in a quarter of a year took the pains to
¢ tranfcribe a fermon out of various authors, ‘
¢ Another part of his charalter was a great affe@ation of polite-
¢ nefs, which is more pretended to in univerfities, where lefs of it ie
¢ praQtifed, than in any other part of the kingdom. Thus Williams,
¢ hike many others, was always talking of gentsel life, to which
¢ end he was plentifully provided with flaries by a female coufin,
¢ who kept 2 milliner’s thop in London, and never failed to let him
¢ know by letters, what paffed among the great: though fhe fre-
¢ quently miftook the names of the people, and attributed fcandal
. ¢ to



POEMS 41

No more ’midft laughter loud, meet fcorn of fage,
The thonghslefs youth * full idly loll along,
And

¢ to one lord, which was the property of another, Her coufin how-
¢ ever did not find out the miftakes, but retailed her blunders about
¢ the colleges with great confidence and fecurity, .
¢ But nothing in the world pleafed him mere than fhewing the
¢ univerfity to firangers, and efpecially to ladies, which'he thought
¢ gave him an air of acquaintance with the genteel world ; and on
¢ fuch occafions, if he could prevail on them to dine with him, he
¢ would affe@ to make expenfive entertainments, which neither his
¢ private fortune, ‘or the income of his fellowthip, could afford.’
® In an old book I met with the other day, cailed Micro-Cof-
mographie; or, a piece of the world difcovered in effays and cha-
ra&ers. Printedin 1633, I found the following charalter of an’
. univerfity fcholar ; which pleafing me much, I did not doubt but it
might alfo pleafe fome of my readers. ——The little Book whence
it is taken, is very full of charafters, and was fo well approved
in its own days, as torun thro’ fix editions.
- € A young gentlemanof the Univerfity, is one that comes there
. ¢ to weare a gown, and to fay hercafter, he has beene at the Vni-
¢ verfity. His father fent him thither, becaufe he hecard there
¢ were the beft fencing and dancing fchooles, from thefe he has his
¢ education, from his tutor the over-fight. The firft element of
¢ his knowledge is to be fhewne the colledges, and initiated in a ta-
¢ verne by the way, which hereafter hee will learn of himfelfe,
¢ The two marks of his feniority, is the bare velvet of his gowne,
¢ and his proficiency at tennis, where when hee can once play a fet,
¢ he is a freth-man no more. His ftudy has commonly handfome
¢ fhelves, his bookes neate filke firings, which he thews to his fa-
¢ ther’s man, and is loth to untye or take downe, for fear of mif-
G ¢ placing,

L
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And deem themfelves important! here I reign -
Sole monarch; and if nought can give me joy,
At leaft am free from ought to raife my fpleen.
Here only am I bleft while nature’s works,
And every beanty thro® the laughing fields,
Contemplating, delighted: while my limbs,
Befide the gurgling fpring, which murmuring rills
Adown the fleep, amidft the wifpering breese
Seoft fighing of the gently waving boughs,
Induigently I fpread ; and feed my thoughts
With thy perfeQions and thy works, great king
Of univerfal nature;—fure to lead
To that moft perfe& lovelieft of thy works,
{Sweet meditation !) her, who holds my heart,
And is, whate’er has been of beauty feign'd |
Away, ye fons of midnight revelry,

¢ placing. Vpon foule dayes for recreation, he retyres thither, and
¢ Jeaks over the prety booke his tuter reades to him, which is com~
¢ monly fome fhort hiftory, or a piece of Euphormio; for which
¢ his tutor gives him moaey to fpend next day, His maine Joyter-
¢ ingis at the Jibrary, where he fludies armes and bsoks of henour,
¢ and turmes a gentleman-critick in pedigrecs, Of all things hee
¢ endures not to bee miftakea for a fcholler, and hates a black fuit
¢ though it bee of fatin, His companion is ordinasily fome Rale
¢ fellow, that has boene notorious for an ingle to gold hatbamds,
¢ whom he admires at fisst, aftsrwards foornes. I hec have fpirit
¢ or wit, hee may light of better company, and learme fome flafhes
¢ of wit, which may doe him knights fervice in the country here-
¢ after, But heis now gons to the inns of court, where hee ftu-
¢ dies o forget, what he learn’d before, his scqesintance and the
¢ fathion.’ .

Whe
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‘Who ta a wanton Venus make your court !
Think not to lere me with thefe gallant joys,
More boafied of than known: one hour of love,
Of innocent delight, of guilelefs blifs,

Of converfe delicate, refin’d and pure,

Exceeds your utmoft pleafures, and may vie
‘With all the tranfparts of lafcivious love!

No wonder, Lucy, wrapt in thoughts of thee,
Quick mave along the nimhle-footed hours,
When with thee oft, fo oft, too winged prov’d,
Then fleeter than a fnail-pac’d moment now.

The hour of prayer approaches: home I tend,
And as the filent melancholy court
Yawning I enter, 'chance a difmal fcrape,

From hand of forlorn Fiddler, wounds my ear,

And to the fcene adds horror.  So the howl

Of triple-mouthed Cerberus burfting dread

Thro’ the dull filence of hell’s awfal gloom,

New terror ftruck thro’ pale Zneas’ foul

Dire woe-begone, and made e’en helt more horrible.

‘The houfe of prayer, or fupper, nought prefents
Or new or meet to mend the dull-fpent day:

. How fhall the long, long tedious evening pafs ?
‘Where are the focial friends, the flowing cups
Midft converfe pleafing jovially put round,
MidR mirth and laughter, honeft joke and joy?
Where is the evening, held more focial yet,
Midf converfation, open’d and refin'd,

On themes that well might fuit an Attic ear?
Ah D ** * now where art thou? bleft indeed

G2 . In
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In converfe with the man ¢, the world admires.

And I—{mall comfort—to refletion left

Of what I once enjoy’d ! —upbraidings hence

‘The hours move on, and proud Augufta’s walls

Shall all thofe comforts to my foul afford,

Granta unkindly to my with denies.

So might mankind be bleft : learn, mortals, learn,

The prefent ftate contented to fupport, .

Let flattering hope the future profpeéts crown !
Thus in dull round drags on each felf-fame day,

And every hour well knows the next’s employ ;

The day of God except : then ruling change

Ufurps her wonted fway: The pulpit then

New fund of matter to engage my foul,

Or raife my laughter, as with * * fil’d

# %% %or ¥ ¥ EF oracioufly fupplies.

* Every reader will confefs the propriety of what is faid of this
gentleman, when I tell them the perfon here meant, is the truly
amiable author of Clariffa,

* # No particular perfons are here meant: every univerfity
man can eafily fupply the vacancies, as no pulpit affords greater va-
riety of excellent, as well as miferable, preachers, than St. Mary’s,
=———The learned reader will obferve how ftritly the writer of .this
of the ingenious author of

13 L)

piece has compﬁed with the

the very grave Scribleriad. He, in imitation thereof, never deign-
ing to letone fmile intrude all the way through ; and in fo doing,
we hope people of true and nicer tafte will confefs he has hit upon
the true burlefque. For in the preface to that poem, faith the
writer,——¢ In a mock-heroic poem, the author thould never be -
¢ feen to laugh, but conflantly wear that grave uony, which Cer-
¢ vantes only has inviolably preferved.’

So
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So in our days, when late the parting earth
Yawn’d, threat’ning diffofution, fome with awe,
With fouls religious, felt the warning fhock,
And pick’d morality from every thake.

‘While others, loofer throng, with laughter vain,

And idle obfervation, deem’d it light,

‘While with gay pleafures clofely compafs’d round,
‘They rioted in jovifaunce fecure,

And unregarding, or with {miles could hear

¢ The wreck of matter and the cruth of worlds.”

Auguft 15, 1750.

WIT
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W I1IT REWARDEND,
OR THE DOURLE TRIUMPH
A TALE POUNDED ON TRUTH.

N honett vicar, little known to fame,
Whofe wealth was fmall, whofe life was free
from blame;

1t chanc’d, in riding on the village road,

Calmly content, and ruminating good ;

‘Was overtook by Morio brifk and gay,

Dire&ed by fome fcheme the felf-fame way :

Morio, a youth, who two vain years had fpent

At London, and from thence to Paris went ;
Proficient he, alike, at either fchool,

Here he commenc’d, and there completed fool.

He learn’d to hammer ‘¢ monfieur, voulez-vous,”’
And dangle at his back the monkey queue.

He learn’d each folly men of fenfe defpife,

‘To triumph in himfelf, and fcorn the wife.

He knew the prieft, and form’d the deep defign,

‘To play a prank, and bite the grave divine:

'To gain his point, he fighing, thus began,

¢ Well, hard his fate! alas, poor honeft man;

¢¢ Believe me, fir, atlength good Pio’s dead ;

¢ The very beft of Levi’s fons is fled.”

Amaz’d the vicar heard, and doubting ftands
-'Till Morio’s oath a full belief commands ;

No more he doubts, but thinks the tale fincere;

Nor dream’d that moderns would to falfehood fwear.
His
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His friend a while lamenting on the road,
Quoth Mario, ¢ doftor, his preferment’s good ;
¢¢ That living well woald fuit—"fdeath, hafte, begone,
¢ The bithop can’t deny you; ’tis your own.”
Thoughtful the vicar fat-—at leagth reply’d,
¢¢ Good is my aim, and charity my guide;
¢ With lib’ral hand to eafe the widow’s tail,
«¢ Relieve the poor, and bid the wretched fmile.
<« For thefe I'll afk, to thefe the boon be giv'n,
<¢ This all my with, then grant it bounteous heav'n.”
See then, by mild credulity betray’d,
The common failing of an honeft head;
‘The prieft with diligence, not haite, proceed,
Half loth to plead his worth, or own his need.
Tim’rous, at length he beats the bifhop’s gate,
‘The bithop never made his clergy wait ;
He enters, grave, and at the plenteous board
Sees the dead rector dining with my lord !
Amaz’d, atham’d, tho’ comfcions of no wrong,
He bluthes, bows, and dines and holds his tongue;
Pours out a fober cup to church and king,
Nor waftes one thought upoa the trifling thiag ;
A chearful hour he fpends, ferenely gay,
Then pays his compliments, and comes away.

Big with delight, exulting in the deed,
‘The beau thaak’d nature for an able head ;
The quaint deceit with tranfport £ill’d his foul ;
And pleas’d, he triumph’d o’er the mufty fool ;
O’er him and all, who fway’d by truth aad fenfe,
Scorn fuch low arts, and hate to give offence.
¢¢ This head,” he cry’d, then fmil’d, and cry’d again,
¢« This head was never known to think in vain,”

He
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He could no more, for words are not defign’d
To paint the raptures of th’ unthinking mind.
But firait he glow’d a fecond prank to ‘try,
Heated with wit’s warm blood and vi&ory.
So when a fox, with too much cunning wife,
Scorns the foul trap wherein his ruin lies; .
By one attempt made bold, he quits his fear,
Nor dreads the lofs of tail, or foot, or ear.
Dangling his cane he rode, then rais’d it high
Switch’d his gay prancer, and prepar’d to fly:
To fly, dire&ted by his foolifh brain,
Mad as his horfe, and fpungy as his cane;
Triumphant with his embryo fcheme he glow’d,
While ideot laughter echo’d as he rode.
+*Twas then finifter omens damp’d his foul,
‘The mock of fenfe, but terror of the fool;
His filken ftockings lucklefs dist befmear’d, ,
And crofs the road the hated hare appear’d:
A boding raven on his golden hat N
Difcharg’d his load, and croak’d the threats of fate.'
"Yet not difmay’d, he keeps his purpofe ill,

For prefent joys o’erbalance future ill. q
Now to the vicar’s villa fee him come, Tk

A fmall, tho’ neat, and well contented home;

‘Thither he flew, as one that flies for life, R

And calls with earneft voice the vicar’s wife.
Vicaria foon appear’d ; ¢ hafte, hafte,” he cries,
¢ In yonder road your helplefs hufband lies;

< His leg, alas! thrown by the found’ring jade;
¢ I faw him fall; oh! haften to his aid!— .

« Pil go myfelf,” he faid; then turn’d his feed,

And urg’d the nimble beaft with utmoft fpeed. !
) She
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She heard, aftonifh’d, the ambiguous tale;
The blood forfakes her cheeks, her fpirits fail ;
Convulfive conflits tear her tender breatt,
She finks, fhe fwoons, with thoufand fears oppreft;
Her maid, her neighbours fly to give her eafe,
And try each art her forrows to appeafe.
When men to ferious folliés will defcend,
‘We know not where the fad effets may end;
A ferious liar is a dang’rous thing,
Sharp is his poifon, tho’ conceal’d his fting.
At length reviv’d, fhe thus difclos’d her woe,
¢ Ah fatal tale, fad, unexpeéted blow !
¢¢ My hufbgand lies——oh, agonizing grief!—
¢¢ In yonder road —hafte, hafte, to his relief.”’—
- Through all thatheard, one common farrow fpread ;
‘They mourn the living vicar as the dead : }
“ And run in crowds to give him inftant aid.
' The grief was general; for in ev’ry plain,
»- A general blefling is an honeft man.
. Soft as the breezes moving on the fea,
" When waves on waves in circling eddies play ;
. Swut as the air, when Flora fpreads around
Her balmy odours on the painted ground ;
‘When teeming nature, with her genial pow’r,
~  Smells in the rofe, and blooms in every flow’r:
So rural life has ev’ry charm to pleafe,
Dear hours of genuine innocence and eafe:
New beauties bloffom as the old decay,
And big with pleafure day fucceeds to day.
Can Morio then, midft fcenes like thefe, delight,
Like a black mildew, to arife and blight ?
Can Morio {mile to pain an honeft heart,
And cloud the calms which trath'and worth impart!
H But
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But fee, the florm is.o’r, the prieft appears,

- And fhouts of tranfport follow floods of tears:
The happy wife, with pleafure-melted eye,
Draws near, and kindly teftifies her joy.

The tale was told ; well pleas’d the prieft reply’d,
¢ I envy not the vior’s fcheme, or pride;

¢« In thy concern a greater blifs I know,

¢ Than all his boafted cunning can beftow.”
But good Vicaria, born of gentle blood,

At Morio’s bold affront with anger glow’d ;
And with revenge infpir’d the ardent train;
But Morio abfent, their revenge was vain :
Yet ftill the heroine bade the num’rous band
Keep inftruments of difcipline in hand.

So an the feas, no Gallic foe in view,

Rides Britain’s fleet, and burns the Britith crew
For fature combat, with true courage fir'd,
Such as by Anfon, Warren, Hawke infpir’d.

Seven days were paft, when rofe the eighth great light,-

Big with the fate of Morio, and of wit.
Vicaria with delight that morning view’d,

For all her omens and her dreams were good :
And now th’ aufpicious day was almoft fpent,
Ordain’d to perfe& the renown’d event ;

‘When Morio, - by his evil genius led,
Genteely cant’ring towards the village fped.
With tranfport fhe beheld, and out fhe flies,
While her fhrill voice re-echoes to the fkies ;
“Quick at her call the villagers appear,

Morio rode on, nor knew the danger near
Amaz’d he faw unnumber’d plowmen ftand,

Grafping theirlong thong’d whips with threatning hand : -
‘ : Amaz'd-
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Amaz'd he heard inceflant clamours found,
And wit, revenge, and Morio echo round.
But what were plowmen, whips and clamorous tongues,
“To the dread lafhing of the cracking thongs !
flight was his only hope, he fpurr'd his horfe,
The victors, thronging round, oppofe his courfe.
Paftorio— give him to the trump of fame,
While ftands the village, live the hero’s name ;—
Paftorio firft, difdaining diftant war,
Rufh’d to his fide, and with a manly air,
Seiz’d his neat leg, and dragg’d him to the ground ;
When fix’d on vengeance groud the women round.
‘What tongue can €’er recount, what numbers tell,
The thoufand blews that on the witling fell 5
In vain he pray’d, in vain he begg’d relief,
The laughing clowns to all his eries were deaf;
Nor pity felt for coat all filver'd o’er : —
Alas, what.mufe th’ affli¢tion can deplore!
Strange that for lace no pity they exprefs,
No kind regard for fuch a fhining drefs !

Such was his fate ; and now revenge’s fire
Began to languith, and their rage to tire:
‘When thus Vicaria, with contented look,
And heart benevolent, the crowd befpoke :
"The crowd “all liften’d, while two fturdy fwains
Held faft poor Morio, trembling with his pains;
¢¢ Friends, neighbours, all, with pleafure I furvey
¢ The great event of this aufpicious day ;
¢¢_My hopes are gain’d, and all my withes crown’d,
¢r Folly’s vain fon a due reward has found.
¢« Wits hepce fhall learn to dread their ferious lies,
¢¢ To cheat the honeft, and to bite the wife;

~-H 2 s Wits
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¢« Wits reign fhall ceafe, for all her fons fhall krtow,
¢t Senfe, foon or late, retorts a vengeful blow ;
s¢ Senfe foon or late, fhall o’er their follies foar,
¢« And Morio’s fate be fung till witlings be no more.”
She ceas’d— A jolly farmer’s wife reply’d,
Laugfing, her hands held either thaking fide ;
Attention liften’d to the merry dame,
While thus with rofy looks, fhe {fpoke her fchemes
¢« Poor youth, I know not but this cruel ftrife
¢ May coft him'dear, may rob him of his life:
¢¢ If thus, befmeasr’d with dirt, from hence we fend hitm,
¢¢ Let us have pity— to yon well attend him ;
¢¢ There wath him clean— this kindnefs will repay
¢ His former ills, and wipe his rage away.”

She laugh’d aloud ; they heard the fcheme well pleas’d,
When from his dirty bed the youth was rais’d :
All pale he ftood, he knew not what they meant,
Vainly entreating, trembling for th* event.
Sad fight, behold the queue behind undone,
His hair difhevell’d, and his beaver gone:
His fhirt all black; the dirt conceal’d the lace,
And help’d to fhew the whitenefs of his face.
Thus in the fhades below, dread realms of night,
Deiphobus furpriz’d the Trojan’s fight ;
With wounds all cover’d o’er the hero ftood,
While pale ZEneas trembled as he view’d.

But now, my mufe, contra& thy tedious fong,
Patience muft tire whene’er a tale’s too long ;
Suffice it in the bucket he was laid,
Thrice duck'd, and thrice uprear’d his weeping head.
The vicar, with his pipe, ftood looking on,
And foberly advis’d them to have done :
They all obey’d, the witling was releas’d,
And, with Vicaria, all the village pleas’d.
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CUPID DETECTE D:

TO MI188 W-+---- N.

S t’other morning over Margate’s bay,
Apollo drove the oriént car of day ;

Beneath the canvafs, with enraptur’d eyes,*:
He faw fair W------ n, from the waves arife;
(His eyes— the queen of love detefts their fight—
Thro’ all things pierce, impertinently bright.)
And as he view’d the virgin’s finith’d frame,
"The amorous god foon felt the tender flame ;
Mufic’s the food of love——he caught the lyre,
For ever tuneful with the golden wire ;
And with his flying fingers touch’d the ftrings,
"T'o his foft ftrains his voice melodious fings;

No, no, mighty Jove, I'd not envy thy portion,
Thy heaven for Me thou unrivall’d might’t have,

‘Were I but the God, the bleft God of the ocean ;
Were I but of ocean one favorite wave !

‘That wave which receives and encircles tranfported,
Which curls round the waift, and enjoys all the:
charms ) :
Of her, by each fhepherd fo anxioufly courted,
But worthy to gladden a God’s rofy arms,

#* Thereader thould be informed here, that the ladies at Margate
bathe in the fes, under an umbrella of canvafs, which is fix'd at

the end of the machines,

Hence,
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Hence, hence, ye vain fuitors! —ﬁnce Daphne fo
“charming, = - . :
So coyly refus’d and fo cruelly fled ;
No nymph, with fuch paflion my bofom alarming,
Seem’d worthy my with, or feem’d worthy my bed.

Sweet maid, for thy fake, would I leave my high
fatian,
And a fhepherd again on my oaten pipe phy
Os.if my bright nymph would prefer elevation,
Come, fit by my fide here, and make double day!

To win thee perhaps, I might urge that the glory,
Of Beauty, of wit, and of fong are all mine;

But confcious alas—1I difown them before thee s
Soft fong, modeft wit, and chafte beauty are thine!

P11 rather avow my fincere adoration,

And wifh theé to blefs me, my charmer, my bride’;
Ill rather prefent my unfeign’d and foft paflion,

And wooe thee to come, and to fit by my fide.

The fweets of domeftic felicity blooming,
Together we’ll crop from affe@tion’s fweet grove

And’'cach happy morning, its verdure refuming,
I’ll place on thy brow a freth chaplet of love.

Thus fang the God,~—2and inftant gave command,
‘To bear the tender lay to Cupid’s hand ;

“'That he forthwith to Margate might depart,

And with the fong, engage the fair one’s heart.

Quick
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Quick on a fun-beam Zthon fhot awny,
T'o bear to Cupid's' hand the tender lay ;
But vain he fought him in th’ Idalian groves,
Amidft the laughing nymphs, and fporting loves:
Truant he flies,—his mother ftrait begun,
‘¢ Midft revel-routs and orgies feek my fon ;
¢ No more the Cyprian fcenes engage his flay,
¢¢ The God of wine has led my fon aftray !” *
Inftant as thought the faithful Athon flies,
And with the drunken God young Cupid fpies ;
Empurpled were the beauties of his face,
Each feature fluth’d, and bloated every grace.
¢¢ Hafte, hafte, faid Zthon, Pheebus gives command,
¢¢ Bear this foft lay to lovely W ------ n’s hand !”
¢¢ I know her well,—the fullen boy rejoin’d ; -
¢¢ But ah, Ihate her for her matchlefs mind; °
¢¢ Her charms, her fenfe, too elegant for me;
¢ And, truth to fay, fhe fcorns my deity.
¢ Scorns my connedtions with this honeft God ; —
¢ 1 hate her, for the’s chafte, and wife and good.
¢¢ But fince inferior pow’rs muft needs obey —
¢¢ Attend me, Difcord; and take thou the lay.”
He fpoke indignant ; wav’d his rofeat wings,
And to the deftin’d fair his meflage brings;
He faw her at the brilliant ball appear
The faireft virgin fhe, where all are fair !
W----- n’s lov’d name malicioufly eras’d ;
Lucinda’s in its ftead had difcord plac’d:

® See the next poem : the Cupid here mention’d, is the fame
with that whom Clorinda laments,

¢« Love-
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¢ Love-fongs, quoth Cupid ! ~—take and read, and guefs

¢« Whofe praife, fweet mifs, the amorous lines exprefs :

¢ Lucinda—yet 'midft thefe bright belles to rife,

¢ And to eclipfe all yours, with her refplendent eyes.”
He fpoke, and ftern like Ajax’ ghoft retir'd ;

We feiz’d the fong, with curious ardour fir'd;

But quick difcern’d the little urchin’s art,

And faw the turnings of his envious heart ;

All with one voice the proper nymph affign,

And own Lucinda’s praife, fair W----- n, juftly thine,

CLORINDA’s
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CLORINDA'S LAMENTATION
ON THE ABSENCE OF CUPID FROM MARGATE.
ARGUMENT.

¢¢ A gentleman, whofe beauty and addrefs procured
¢« him the appellation of Cupid from the ladies two

. ¢ years ago, ated as mafter of the ceremonies at
¢ Margate, in which capacity he is at prefent
¢¢ greatly wanted. Upon this the following lines are
¢ founded.” '

.A S on the wave-worn coaft [ lately trod,
And heard the roarings of the watry God,
On a lone cliff, with barren fea-weed {pread,
Clorinda fat~—1I wond’ring faw ; and {ped }
With zealous hafte, to greet the blooming maid.
But, as I nearer drew, encreas’d furprize :
Sprung from her penfive look and downcaft eyes :
With earneft warmth, ¢ Ah why, lov’d fair, I cried,
¢¢ Doft thou from fweet fociety divide ?
¢« Why feek the craggy cliff, and gloomy ftrand ?
¢¢ Why lean thy head upon thy fnowy hand?
¢¢ And why do looks of fadnefs, charmer, why,
¢¢ Thus damp the living luftre of thine eye i”
¢ And can you afk, fhe faid, or want to know
¢¢ Whence {prings my own, and whence each female’s
‘¢ woe,
¢¢ That dives for rofy health in Margate’s waves ;
That feeks in Margate’s rooms for willing flaves?
I s Learn,

-
-
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¢ Learn, learn the truth—and our fad lofs deplore e
¢ Cupid, .capricious God,. is here no more !

All fympathetic, with the maid I figh’d
And ¢ ah capricious cruel Cupid cried |’

¢¢ 'Who now, faid fhe, fhall thro’ the rooms advance,
¢ Guide the gay band, and lead the {prightly dance ?
¢ Who now the graceful minuet dire&,
¢ And well-cliofen partners for the fair felet?
¢¢ Who, to the tuneful band, with glove fo white,
¢¢ Shall wave, and bid-them play each maid’s delight 2
« Or whg the tables in the card-room fill,
¢ For fober whift, .brifk loo, or blythe quadrille?

« Ah'fatal lofs! with me that lofs deplore !

«¢ Cupid, capricious God, is here no more!

¢¢ Who now can bear the once-lov'd rooms to tread,
¢ Whehee with their-mafter, every grace is fled! .
¢ And where each moment, by each obje& brought, -
¢« His lov’d idea lives in every thought! -
¢« Where all—ah gentle Deity, "too plain
¢ Confefs thy abfence, .and augment:my.pain ?
¢ Silent we fit ;~—expeitidg who fhall tead—
¢« THe mufic’s filent—and. the beaux feem dead?

¢ Ah fatal lofs ! with me.that lofs'deplore;
¢« Cupid, capricions God, is.here no'more! -

¢¢ Perchance a lonely minnet’s begun—-
¢¢ But who.fhall dance the néxt, when this is done i
¢ That’s darknefs all, and doibt! rank, beauty, grace,
¢ Avail not here—~Qh came refume thy place;
« Come gentle Cupid, —fee.we fit in vain—
«¢ And brifkly move our fans with warm ‘di{dain——
¢¢ Far other motions do we with to prove—
¢ Returni, and crown our withes, God of Lovel

. . . - &6 Ah
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« Ah-fatal lofs,~—let us lament no more: . -
<¢ But come, -dear Cupid, and our joys reftore !
- ¢« While thou art abfent, eveéry fcen¢ appears
¢¢. Dull as my heart, and mournful as, my-fears:
¢ More loud arjd baiftérous roars th’ indignant fea,
¢ And the roagh rocks-feem rougher, wanting thee:
¢¢ Intrepid to the hath I ence cou’d hie, :
¢¢ For Love was there: and he could foon defery }
¢« The eye’s new luftre, and the cheek’s freth dye,
¢ Now, to that bath with timid ftép I go,
¢ And plunge aﬁ'nghtcd to’the gulph below ;
¢¢ With ungoncem I leavéthe dullshachine ;
¢ For now—what-now avails it to be feen?
¢ What now avails. the chéck’s re-Rindled fufh !
¢ No love js- here-—and vaili is bednty’s blefh !
¢ Oh the fad lofs, let us lament no more j—
¢¢ Come, come, dear Cupid, and our joys reftore !
¢ Return, oh Cupid, God of Love return,
¢¢ Nor lst Clorinda unavailing mourn :
¢ Return, and to the rooms their life reftore,
¢ And give to beauty all its former pow’r:
¢ Return, and with thee bring thy bow: for hearts
¢¢ Our eyes fhall furnifh out fufficient darts :
¢¢ Return, or from the cliffs myfelf along
-¢¢ Tl caft, like her fo fam’d in claflic fong ;
“ Orelfe from hence I'll go—"" ¢ With me, fweet
¢ maid,” - :
Selzmg the foftnefs of her hand T faid, —
¢« To yonder rooms, where crowds of fuitors wait,
¢ And wonder why Clarinda ftays fo late :
¢ Where you fhall quickly find, that you complain
« Of Cupid’s abfence, lovely fair, in vain: i
I ¢¢ For
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¢ For Cupid’s abfence of no weight can prove,

¢ Where his own mother comes, the queen of love !
4¢ And, when th’ unerring fhafts herfelf fupplies

¢¢ By which the throbbing heart delighted dies, }
¢ From her own rofy lips, and love-infpiring eyes ?
‘The fair one {mil’d : — nor yet withdrew her hand ;
Nor unreluétant left the barren ftrand.

1 prefs’d her lips, her eyes new luftre gain’d ;

Her cheeks a frefher tint 6f crimfon ftain’d :

And as fhe pafs’d a.ll-gnceful up the room,

In elegance of mein, and beauty’s bloom ;

The belles with admiration view’d the maid,

And the rapt beaux in filent awe farvey’d.

While general pleafure fpeedily declar'd,

That where his motherfmiles, Cupid may well be fpar’d.

TO
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*TO THE AUTHOR OF TRISTRAM SHANDY.

©ON THE PUBLICATION OF HIS THIRD ANRD FOURTH
VOLUMES.

YES, tney will laugh ;—but whom, O §----¢,
enquire ?
"The wretched fons of vice and foul defire :
‘To thefe your page immoral may be dear,
But virtue o’er it fheds the confcious tear:
The wife, the modeft, view it with concern;
Deteft the matter, and the mafter mourn.
Is it for this you wear the facred gown,
‘To write and live the Shandy of the town ?
Is it for this the holy hand was laid,
Thrice awful confecration !—on your head ?
Is it for this the facred page was giv'n
To teach high truths, and point the way to heav’n ?
Is it for this, that, trifler loofe and vain,
With page unhallow’d, and with pen obfcene,
You might againft the caufe of goodnefs war,
Soil the pure mind, and truth’s fair features mar?
Ah! think what you will furely know too foon,
Tho’ fome may laugh, none love the loofe buffoon:
But of buffoons the fcorn and verieft fellow, v
Is the buffoon, ftrange monfter—in Erunello!
With all your might, tho’ you have ftretch’d your hand,
To fcatter poifon, and defile the land ;
Yet let me once my gratulations pay,
For that your will exceeds your beft eflay:




]
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I joy to praife you for your fouleft fheet,

Jefts moft indelicate, and dearth of wit.

The time will come, when you with me fhall join,

To blefs the blafting of each putrid line :

For oh the time will came, when you fhall feel

Stabs in your heart more fharp than ftabs of fteel ;

When confcience loud, “fhall thunder in your ear, -

And all your wide-fpread ill in horrid form appear !
Prevent the hour, for pity’s fake I atk,

And oh, perform your own advifed tafk ; *

Search your own heart, you’ll find the debt is large,

And hatte,. perform the duties of your charge;

Leave the vile town, nor with it in your pow’r,

To fhine the giddy meteor of an hour. ’

Ah! you have talents,—do not mifapply,

Ah you have time,—feize, feize it, ereit fly;

Strait feize it, for too fhort you needs muft own

Whate’er of life remaineth to atone } ‘

Fot all the filth diffus’d, and evil you have done.

® Sce Sterne’s Scrmons, Vol, I, Sermon 4th,

AN

.
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A N E L E G Y

ON THE DEATH OF HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS
THE PRINCE OF WALES.

Anguage is faint true forrow to exprefs,

—« 'To {peak the paffion of a wounded foul:
‘The more we fuffer we complain the lefs,

The rill flows babbling, deep ftreams filent roll.

< .

‘The head with mute expreflive pity mov'd,

The big tear lab’ring in your people’s eye,
Top fpeakingly proclaim, - how mach belov’d,
. Dear prince, you liv’d, how much lamented die.

--In deep fufpence, fuch-folemn fcenes aroand,

I ftand, where firft to touch the lyre of woe;
As leaning on his ax, where trees abound,

The woodman doubts where firft to fix the blow.

Oh princefs——yet at that unhappy name
Why does my pen th’ ungrateful tafk deny?

Why fpreads a dampy chilnefs o’cr my frame,
"And tears unbidden croud into my eye? "

So tender is the'theme, the mufes mourn,
And fear to fpeak, what {peaking they muft wrong;"’
For as no words her virtues can adorn, _ .
So is her grief beyond the reach of fong.
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Oh for the plaintive voice, the mournful tone
Soft-trilling thro’ the filence of the night

Of haplefs Philomel, when all alone,
On bared bough, fhe wails her widow’d plight:

Then cou’d my foul in foft complainings tell,

How Frederick lov’d, and how that love was bleft :
How dear he liv’d, how dear—and when he fell,

Ah me—what anguifh pierc’d Augufta’s breaft !

Theirs was no common love, no common flame,

Not from the wanton heat of paflion {pring,
Whofe joy is tranfient, and whofe blifs a name;

Senfe tied the knot, which tendernefs made ftrong :

Built on efteem a mutual friendfhip rofe,
Time faw that friendfhip conftantly improve:
And friendfhip fo refin’d, foon fondnefs grows,
Soon foftly mellows into firmeft love.

Such, fuch was their’s; but when a beauteous race
Their parent’s triumph, and their nation’s care,
Was giv’n’indulgent to their dear embrace,
How was their mutual love cemented there!

Oh to behold ’em as they pafs’d along

With their fweet babes, the lov’d.and loving pair:
Their blifs was painted in the gazing throng,

Each eye proclaim’d their happinefs fincere.

Britons,
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Britons, alas, no more fhall ye furvey,
With longing looks, the lovely glorious fight :
Heav’n has too foon your favourite fnatch’d away,
The hufband’s mirror, and the realm’s delight.

‘Who fhall prefame heaven’s awful ways to fcan, -
Or reafon of its dealings here below 2
Myfterious are its holy ways to man:
That God is good, is all we need to know,

‘Weep not, fair princefs, nor thy fortune blame,
Some great reward in future times is thine:

From earth fet freey above yon ftarry frame
Thou with thy God and with thy prince fhalt fhine.

Wait then refign’d the hallow’d will of heav’n,
Afluage thy tears, and bid thy grief fubfide,—
Alas!—how eafy confolation’s giv’'n,
When fwells not full the heart with forrow’s tide !

Tho’ much I feel, how deep thy grief to mine!
How vain the thought to bid thee ceafe to moumn!
Thou art a mortal: and to feel is thine;
It is enough, thy forrows can be borne.

‘Where fhall thy prattling race their father fee,
So fond, fotender; haplefs widow, where?

Sportive no more fhall they afcend his knee,
Or lifp their little ftories in his ear?
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Oft fhall thy bofom heave unbidden fighs,
Oft down thy cheeks fhall fteal the guthing tears,
When fome fond infant atks, with ftreaming eyes,
Why now no more his dear papa appears ?

And yet there is who to the name of fon*
Is now no ftranger: for, in years tho’ green,
Uncommon fenfe the blooming prince has thown,
Britannia’s glory in his youth is feen,

Weep, weep, young prince, for thou haft loft a fire,
Beneath whofe hand in virtue thou hadft grown ;
Let then his glories all thy bofom fire,
And make his ev’ry excellence thy ewn.

Hear thy fond mother tenderly relate
Thofe manly virtues ev’ry Briton lov’d :
Then weep thy country’s lofs and father’s fate,
And from his great example rife improv’d.

So when thy grandfire fhall to death’s fure hand
At length fubmit, and double England’s woe,

Another George may footh the fuff’ring land,
And bring his great forefathers back to view.

But, gracious heav’n, if Britain be thy care,
Nor yet our crimes have turn’d thy favour hence,
Awhile our monarch to our withes fpare, ‘
At once his Nation’s glory and defence.

* Our prefent moft amiable Sovereign,

Far
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Far from his bed each torturing pang remove,
And doubly fortify his lab’ring foul:

‘Tho’ much he feels, let not the father's love
The father of his country’s love controul.

Be his the mighty tafk his realms to guard,
And ¢« fettle fure fucceffion in his line ;*

Be ours, great king, thy goodnefs to reward
With prayers inceflant: be our hearts all thine!

‘There are perchance who wonder I refufe
Aloft to blazon Frederick’s lov’d fame :
‘That were a tafk wou’d well delight the mufe,

For much the joys to dwell ypon his name.

But what avails it, Britons, torelate
His public virtues, and domeftic worth?

Each Briton knew them, each laments a fate
That tore fuch matchlefs virtues from our earth.

Weep all the people when a tyrant dies !
Mourn for a worthlefs name the general throng !

No, princefs, no:—more fpeak thy peoplo’s eyes -

‘Than all the mufic of applauding fong.

What tho’ in tented fields, and deeds of war,
Where wide deftru&tion claims the laurel crowa,
He never fhone, nor drove Bellona’s car,
Rattling o’cr ruin to procure renown:

K2

6y



63 P O EMS,

A nobler fphere his milder virtues chofe,
Another Numa, born to blefs mankind;
To conquer in humanity he rofe,
And left the glorious madneffes behind.

In wide benevolence’s ample plain,
He toil’d to make each focial art his own,
That Britain might with joy behold the train
Of truth and glory bafking round his throne.

But what avail’d his kind parental care,
Or ftudious labour for his country’s weal ?
Heav’n deign’d not to beftow fuch favours here,
And fhew’d the more, that we the more might fesl.

Severeft {courge upon our guilty land,

Whofe fapp’d foundations fcarce their burden bear,
Loaded with guilt the tott’ring ftru&tures ftand,

Nod to their fall, and daily ruin fear.

And lo— how caft afide her orbed fhield,
Whereon right plain in fpeaking brafsis view'd,
Her ev’ry fon, who dar’d in glory’s field
Each honeft danger for his country’s good:

On the bare ground “Britannia lies along,
And leans her head all mournful on her hand,
While clad in fable, melancholy throng
Weeping around fair virtue and her band.

The

.3
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‘The mufes too in filent fort draw nigh,
And penfive with the forrowing maid recline 3
On their foft lutes the ftrains unfinith’d die,
And to dumb grief they folemnly refign.

Parental fondnefs drooping fits afide,
With conjugal affeion in his hand,
Bends his full eyes expreflive on his bride,
Looks their fad lofs, and wails the widow’d land.

Freedom, whofe adamantine bofom knows

From common fufferings nought to touch her breaft,
Wild in her forrow, gives a loofe to woes,

For Frederick lov’d her, and fhe lov’d him beft.

Commerce at diftance rears her heavy head,
Her fable flag hangs heedlefs on her knee,

Neglefted at her feet her glories fpread,
Neglected droops her empire of the fea:

Oft wails fhe —¢¢ Wherefore do I fondly blame
¢ For that a while my fons thy lofs fhall feel ?
¢ Beneath thee nurtur’d, how had rofe my fame,
¢¢ For well thou knew’ft my worth to Britain’s weal.”

Thus as the fpoke, metiloughf the weftern tky
Gay ftreaks of fplendid light illumin’d round;
When, clad in fnowy robes, defcend from high
Bright forms, with gold and aramanthus crown’d ;
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A car, immortal luftre darting, fhone,
Borne in the bofom of a fleecy cloud,
‘When from the north a PERSONAGE came on,
Divine his look, divine the circling crowd :

Superior glory beam’d from out his eyes:

He mov’d ;—the fplendid car advanc’d along,
Where as he enter’d, forthwith to the fkies

The flathing glory all triumphant {prung.

When *midft foft melody th’ angelic choir
Sooth’d with thefe accents each defponding breaft,
4 Weep not for him, whom heav’nly joys require,
¢, Bewail not Frederick, Britons, he is bleft.”

ON
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O THE DEATH OF THE RIGHT REVD,
A NTHONY ELLTIS D D
BISHOP OF ST. DAVID’S, &c.
YO THE LORD BISHOP OF CHESTER.

AND muft my little ftore of friends high priz'd,
Be leflen’d, gracious heaven! filent, I bow!
But feels the poor man more his one lamb’s lofs,
Than many fatlings from his plenteous ftalls

The proud, and wrecklefs wealthy.~—Oh, for thee,
In wifdom fage, how well coald we have fpar’d
Enow of thofe, who bear in the broad day,

Their friendfhip glift’ning on their brows, ﬁnde—clad
Yet kill with abfent fabs ; nor hefitate

'To blaft young reputation in her bloom!

Againft their breath envenom’d, who, like thee,
Shall teach to guard ! who all the facred arts

Of holy, happy, chearful, peaceful life

‘With winning grace inculcate #—not alone

By precept’s flow deduétion; when we heard,

We faw; th’ example gave the lefion life.

Nor from the golder fleece, from wifdom’s tree,
That with him flourifh’d fair, were we reftrain’d
Or by the dragon fierce of ftern difdain ;

Or flaming fword of fharp feverity.
Engaging candor, condefcenfion meek,
And affability, love’s pareat, bade

Approach:
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Approach: we came: and whe, or unimprov’d
Return’d, or without heart-felt pleafure ? Him
Learning herfelf delighted ftill to hear,
And from him gain’d new knowledge ; deeply fkill’d .
In theologic fcience, he could well
Unfold the fecrets of the hallow’d page;
Or well affert (for well he knew) the laws,
The conftitution of that happy church,
Which boafted him a father ! *— Juft her boaft ;
Yet, Herring +, man of heart benevolent
And undiffembled piety, of foul
Fit for the joys of heav’n——be thine the praife!
‘Thou, watchful, faw’ft his worth, and bade it thine
In fairer day; faw him in knowledge ripe,
In piety, in judgment: like thyfelf,
As far from wild enthufiafm’s ftare,
As {uperftition’s vacant eye; or look
Demure of fly hypocrify.—Peace to you both,
E’er-honour’d pair! you reap in golden blifs,
The meed of your fair virtues, truth and love,
From the chief fhepherd’s hand. — Oh how I joy
To hold.the fair examples forth, and fhew
The envious maligners, on whofe tongues
Sits venom’d calumny, that Britain yet
Hath priefts, hath prelates, virtuous, able, good
Religion’s ornament ! —Yes ; thefe withdrawn
She ftill can boaft.—Or if it were allow’d,
Or ere the fun is fet, to facrifice )

® Sec his Tradls, &c, lately puplifhed,

4 Late archbifhop of Caaterbury,
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'To heroes—Thou, my mufe, could’ft alfo boaft
Of #1m, fair candor’s patron, ‘who may well -
Claim this juft tribute to the friend he gave:
Noble manificence, to give a friend; - !
And fuch a friend ! how rare the boon! of Him
‘Whofe winning mild humanity will deign

From thee to take this little cyprefs-wreath
Woven by gratitude, and wet with tears,

And hang it on his Ellis’s lov’d urn!

But never may fad duty,—oh bleft power

Q’er life and death fupreme, accept my prayer ! —
Never may duty force me hence to weave

Another wreath like this, or to lament

‘The fetting of his fun, who fmil’d upon

My firft—on my laft labour may he fmile!

And long—when filent o’er my memory
Oblivion broods—Ilong may he live and fhed

His virtue’s influence to blefs mankind !
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T H E F R I E N D
AN ELEGY. .Y¥0 JOHN DORRIEN, EsSQJ

Hough fortune fmile not on my low eftate,
T Nor high-plum’d honours on my fteps attend :
Kind heav’n, I thank thee—for the gift is great——

To footh my life, that thou hat lent a FRIEND !

Thro’ life’s lone path, where wilds and weeds abound,
Where danger’s threaten, and where forrows throng;
Ah me, how fad to plod the weary round,
And tread in joylefs folitude along!

Each lee grows vapid; and the noble mind,
Prompt to fair altions of renowned meed,
Sinks litlefs down ; for it defpairs to find
The lenient praife, which crowns the worthy deed.

That lenient praife, which ftimulates the heart;
Yet gives no ftrength to pride’s fantaftic reign ;
Which, bluthing, from her bower, draws true defert,
Well pleas’d to toil ofi virtue’s ample plain !

+ Thrice welcome labour, welcome honeft toil ;
Run with delight, my foul, thine arduous race :
For much-lov’d Dorrien deigns the friendly fmile,
To quicken and invigorate thy pace !

'Tis
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*T'is not the wordy wind of bloated fame,
'The many’s falfe and undifcerning praife:
Catch it, ye fools!~—one man of worthy name
‘A generation of the vain outweighs!

Let him approve, whom virtue’s felf appraves ;
On whom religion beams her pureft ray ; '

‘Whom ftedfaft truth, unbiafs’d candour loves,
And by whofe fide bright merit joys to flay :

Let him approve, in whofe capacious breaft
Compaffion and benevolence refide;

From whofe large hand humanity diftreft
Yet ne’er went weeping, and unfatisfied ;

Let him approve—"twill charm the rage of care!
Let him approve——if fuch a man there be:

Ah Dorrien, to my foul for ever dear,
How bleft am I!—for thou, my friend, -art ux!
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TO THE LORD CHANCELLOR.
IN TH’E -PERSON OF A CLERGYMAM PREFERRED
BY HIM.®

O ! —witnefs; fweet retreat, and every friend,
- Who treads the threfhold of this place of reft}’
Witnefs, if I be filent, to commend
His bounty, here who gave me to be bleft.

Sweeter than fofteft mufic to my ear,

His name fhall dwell upon my thankful tongue :
And all who fee me, fhall be fure to hear

Of Henley’s praife, my laft and earlieft fong.

Oh could I fpeak the fulnefs of my heart!
Oh for a quill from the bold Theban fwan !

Yet, yetmy theme, without the aid of art, . .
Might into flame the coldeft bofom fan.

He faw me, drooping in afliétion’s fhade,
Befet with painful penury around :

The noble mind oppreft, and fore difmay’d, .
And the fad foul with grief’s hard fhackles bound !

* This little poem refers toareal fa&, an a& of high benevo-
Jence of the prefent Lord Chancellor, which ftruck me much upon
hearing it, and occafioned thefe lines,

.
- o S
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He faw me toi!lﬁg for the fcanty meed
Full hard befet the little race to feed, ,
Which waited for their bread from me alone!

Oh painful memory—how oft my breaft
Has heav’d'with anguifh, when 2 painful tear
Has caught my fight, which in her eye exprefs’d—w
My faithful confort, by long truth more dear, . .
Exprefs’d in her full eye our wants and woes |- X
Oh melancholy view, forbear my foul! .
Look there, where chearful thought enraptur’d glows,.
And blefs the bounteous Henley for the whole !

He faw: he pitied! pitied and relieved ! R
Unatk’d, unfought, he rear’d my drooping head 1
With tendernefs innate he faw, and griev'd,
And r3is’d us, almoft rais’d us, from the dead! -

I had no friend, to afk or to implore—
God was my friend, who, in my patron’s heart,
Thofe virtues planted, which adorn him more
Than the beft honors beft of kings impart.

I had no friend, unpitied and undone,
All hope was hopelefs— mifery extreme !
When lo! as on the darknefs burfts the fun,
On my diftrefs rofe Henley’s blefling beam !

Oh
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Oh beam heart-chearing, which to wretches gives
New life, new light! my children, fpeak his praifes
Lifp, lifp, my little ones, his name, who lives
To glad the wretched with his golden rays.

Thou too, my faithful confort, in the tale
Join; to the lif’ning world we will declare,
How freely, nobly, from deep trouble’s vale,
His hand uprais'd to blifs, and fix’d us here !

For me, while words can dwell upon my tongue,
His goodnefs, honor, ftri¢t integrity,

Firm truth, and patriot zeal, fhall be my fong!
And when that pow’r death’s firuggles fhall deny;

My laft, laft prayers fhall wing their way to heav’n,
Fervent, for bleflings on him ; on his race!
While to my children this laft charge is giv’n,
¢ In all your hearts be his the foremoft place.”

THE
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T"HE MAN OF SOUTHGATE.
A P OE M.

~—— Quem fruftra quafivit Cynicus ofim,’
Ecce inventus adeft —

URLY Cynic*, filent be,

Ceafe your fearch, and follow me;
Tho’, through Greece in vain you ran,
I will lead you to a man.

Thro’ the walk, with fhrubs o’ergrown,
Scenty fhrubs, and fowrets blown,
Mount we yonder green parterre,
Whence the profpet widens far;
Farther yet, and farther fhews
Living landfchapes, verdant views:

" Where the ftill enraptured fight,
Drinks in draughts of new delight.
Then the limpid rill farvey
Thro’ the wild that winds its way ;
On whofe flower-ennamel’d bank,
Weeping willows, oziers dank,
Hang their penfive heads, and fay;
Nature’s robe is flol’'n away,

* The allufion is to the known fory of Diogenes, the Cynic
philofopher, who replied to a perfon that aflied him what he was
doing with a lighted torch in his hand in the day-time? ] am

% fecking fora man,"”

o Sml?n
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POEMGUS
Stol'n by art, fo well exprefs’d, -
All feems nature nicely drefs™d. = . . |
Now the river’s liquid clue,
Thro’ the mazy wild perfue, -
To the fhell-enwoven cave,
Meditation’s living grave:
Or to the arboret’s thaded feat,
Where love, the boy, delights to meet
Youth his fifter, ever fair,
Nurtur’d by coy virtue’s care §
Loves to meet, and fport and twine
Like the rofe and eglantine.
Treading, as on fairy ground,
To the temple trip it round,
To the temple confecrate
To fidelity the mate."
He and tendernefs the bride
There in form of doves refide:
Happy doves, that all the day,

- Live and love, and coo and play ;

Happy doves, that conftant ever,

Love unites, nor death can fever.
Pafling this enchanting place; -

See the manfion fhews its face !

Comely-Cynic, tho’ grown old,

Hofpitality behold !

Conftant at the door fhe ftands,

- Smiles, and opes her courteous hands =
- While benevolence, the grace,

- Soft of heart, and fweet.of face,

To the mafler will attend,
‘To the man, her choiceft friend ;

e E’Cl'
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With whom dlways fhe’d remain,
She and all her focial train ;
Pity, with the melting eye,
Aé&ive worth, humanity ;
Sincerity, rare feen abroad,
And generofity, the god.
Cynic, come, put out your torch,
I have found him ; ceafe your fearch !
And the man —tell whom you will
Is GobIn, upon Southgate Hill.

M SO N-
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§ O NN E T

OCCASIONED BY READING ¢ THE TRUTH AND
¢¢ TMPORTANCE OF NATURAL AND REVEALED
¢ RELIGION.” BY S§. SQUIRE, D. D. DEAN OF

BRISTOL, &C.

Ethought I faw in vifion t'other morn,
Celeftial reafon in her azure veft:
A ftar there was, which blaz’d upon her breaft,
And placid fweetnefs did her brow adorn.

Firm judgment here, and gentle candour ftood,
With meek-ey’d charity, befide the queen;
With'many graces more; but chief was feen

Inftru@tion, hand in hand, with public good.

Attendant thefe on heavenly reafon came,
And on religion’s fhrine an offering laid ;
I faw it frait her whole attention claim :
Then what it was, how could I but enquire?
Inftant with rapture, ¢ ’tis my fon’s,” fhe faid ;
¢¢ The polifh’d page of my judicious Squire.”

G R A-
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GRATITUDE AND MERIT.

ERIT and Gratitude, they fay,
Met at a court the other day :

“¢¢ The mitre, Gratitude, fays Merit;

¢ The vacant mitre, who muft wear it
Strait Gratitude, a royal dame,

Her finger fix’d on A———gh’s name:

Bright Merit fmiling, faid, with thee

*Tis virtue always to agree :

But were I granted my defire,

Thou know’ft that I fhou’d fix on SQuiIas.

M SON-
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§ O NN E T.

OCCASIONED BY HEARING A YOUNG LADY SING
SPENSER’S AMORETTI, &. SET TO MUSIC
BY DR. GREENE.

H, gentlc Epmund, when thy ditties fweet,
Belinda, mufic’s philomela, fings,
Raptur’d, I own the harmony compleat,
~ Sweet poefy, fweet fair, {weet voice, fweet firings.

Ah poet, worthy of fuch minftrelfy ;
Soft minftrelfy fuch poet meriting !
Mid# chill negle&, I wot, and penury, .
Thou, Edmund, woud’ft have joy’d to hear her fing.

For well I ween, that melody can bring

Compofure foft and tranquil to the mind ;
Since 1 (tho’ in nought elfe thee equalling,

Yet who, like thee, cold praife, and barren ﬁnd;)(
Can all my ills forget, thefe firains to hear.
Oh then, dear harmonift, indulge a prayer, }
Sing on; and lull to fleep that triple Cerberus, care!

® Alluding to the following lines of Spenfer, in which he fpeake
of himfelf.
So prayfen babes the peacock’s farry train ;
And wondren at bright Argus’ blazing eye ;
But who rewards him e’er the more forthy ?
Or feeds him once the fuller by a grain ?
Sike praife is fmoke, that fheddeth in the fk'e,
Sike wprds been winde, and waften foone in vaine,
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. TODANIEL WEBB, ESQ; AT BATH,

ON READING IN MS. HI$ DIALOGUE IN FAVOUR
OF BLANK VERSE, &c.

OW few, oh Webb, by fprightly wit infpir’d,
True judgment guided, and bright genius fir'd;

Above all vulgar prejudice can foar,
And paths untried with daring fteps explore !
To caftom flaves, they quench the fpark divine,
And with faint rays of fervile copyifts fhine. *
Oh bane of genius! how the tribe I hate ;
What imitator ever yet was great?

Friend of the mufes, of true tafte the friend,
With joy I read, with rapture I commend ;
Proceed ; and husl falfe tafte, .th’ ufurper, down ;
And place immortal Shakefpeare * on his throne:
Proceed, proceed ; and from the power of fong
Unloofe the Gothic chain, which bound her long :
Which ftill the tinkling-train of rhymers try
Softly to clink, and fafter ftill to tie: '
So fhall the fifter arts thy praife proclaim,
And thefe fhall fing, and thofe fhall paint + thy fame.

* -Mr. Webb takes all his examples from Shakefpeare.
+ See Mr, Webb’s excellent treatife on painting.
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T O D R H A Y T E R
LATE BISHOP OF LONDON.

O more, my friend ; nor check the honeft lay

Which merit animates the mufe to pay;
What tho’ undignify’d by rank or place,
No titles gild her, and no honours grace ;
Is worth, is truth to rank or place confin’d ? —
Or have they left their feat, the virtuous mind ?
No, no, my friend ;—nor will the wife difdain
The heart’s free tribute, as an offering vain.
Tho’ mean the prefent, which the poor man brings
To the dread altar of the king of kings;
Yet pleas’d his grateful piety to own,
Th’ almighty fmiles applaufive from his throne.

Nor thou, O HayTER, fhalt contemn the fong

Which longs to join the gratulating throng ;
And midft the friendly train, tho’ laft, appear,
To pour its beft good withes in thy ear!
Oh happy in thy monarch’s grateful choice !
©h happy in thy flock’s aflenting voice !
His choice alone were higheft dignity : —
But ftill to blefs thee more—had we been free
To choofe—our choice unanimous had fix’d on thee.
What coud’ft thou more defire to fill thy breaft,
With honeft gladnefs, and with heart-felt reft?
‘What-more defire to elevate thy name,
High in the records of immortal fame ?

Yet
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‘Yet more thou haft,— triumphant— Bat, no ftring
Difcordant touch we;- while with joy we fing,
And hail thee, pleas’d, to fair Augufta’s fee:
Where long, ah long triumphant may’ft thou be
OFer foes, not lefs or meaner to engage,~——

The family of pain, and cares of age!

Long may’ thou live, a blefling to mankind,
Still, as we’ve known thee, generous and refin’d :
Foe to all art ; good, unreferv’d and free,

Mild without meannefs, meek with dignity:
Friend to all fcience, to all worth a friend,

And lib’ral to aflift, as to commend!

Long may’ft thou live, and with a ray benign
On the fair caufe of pure religion fhine.
Long.may’ft thou live, ftill chearful and careft,
~And long by blefling find thyfelf moft bleft.

Thus fung the mafe, in artlefs ftrains fincere ; —
Let truth, her advocate, the numbers bear, .
Howe’er imperfe@, well defign’d ; —and fay,.
She’ll firive to mend them on another day.

PRO.
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PROLOGUE TO MILTON’S COMUS,

PERFORMED BY SOME YOUNG GENTLEMEN, BEFORE
THEIR PARENTS AND RELATIONS.

OT to outvy the heroes of the ftage,
Or rife the little Garricks of the age,
Are our fond hopes, is our attempt defign’d,
To narrower, but to nobler views confin’d.
To move with' dignity, to fpeak with eafe,
In life alike to profit and to pleafe,
Warms our young breafts,-our every bofom fires, .
And prompts to toil, which future good infpires.
And can.we then, fuch motives in our view,
Doubt or of candour, or regard from you ?
While virtue’s generous pleadings we rehearfe,
Fram’d by the blind bard in immortal verfe,
From youth unfkill’d arife whatever fears,
We know that parents have indulgent ears.
On thefe we truft our weaknefs to befriend,
And pardon faults we much defire to mend.
O that in juft return for all your love,
Might our improvements with our years improve;
And your fond bofoms glow with generous joy,
While each with rapture hears his darling boy,
Or in Britannia’s much lov’d caufe harangue,
While on his lips the lift’ning fenates hang;
Or at the bar, with eloquence divine,
The Murrays of our age confpicuous fhine ;
Or with perfuafion fweet and reafon ftrong,

Confirm the pious and convince the wrong;
And
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And bring the erring from the ways they trod
Deftruétive, home to happinefs and God.

Thou bleft religion, whatfoe’er’s decreed,
‘What path of life foe’er we chance to tread ;
Defcend, bright guardian, and with gentle fway
Rule our whole lives, and guide our every way.
‘Thou too, fair virtue, on our fteps attend,
Compaflion humanize, and truth befriend.
From youth to manhood may we nobly rife,
Each day more virtuous, and each day more wife;
Glow more and more with generous warmth to prove
Worthy at once of your’s, our God’s, and country’s love !
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THE EIGHTEENTH BOOK OF THE
ADVENTURES OF TELEMACHUS.*

TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH.

Dii, quibus imperium eft animarum, umbraque filentes
Et Chaos et Phlegethon, loca nete tacentia laté,
Sit mihi fas audita loqui: fit numine veftro
Pandere res alta terra et caligine merfas,
. Vizarr.
E AN while Adraftus, with his vanquifh’d crew,
Fierce from the field to Aulon’s hill withdrew;
Securely fcreen’d behind its friendly height,
He waits frefh forces to renew the fight:
Warm glows his bofom to revenge the blow,
And rufh vindi&ive on the conquering foe:
+ So when a famifh’d lion quits his prey,
Repuls’d, and flowly growling ftalks away,
Fierce

® This was defign’d as a fpecimen of a tranflation of the whale
work, from profecuting which, other and better employments pre-
vented,
4 Homer and Virgil have both many fimilies from the retreat of
a lion, but I don’t remember any that compares the hero to the
indignant favage in his den, to which nothing can be fuperior: Ia
the 11th 1liad, v. 675.
Thus the grim lion his retreat maintains,
Befet with watchful dogs and fhouting {wains,
Repuls’d
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Fierce in his den the ground he roaring gnaws,
Sharpens his teeth, and furious whets his claws;
Keen as the lightning flath his fiery eyes, )
And the whole flock in bloody fancy dies.

And now Ulyfles’ fon, who, pleas’d, furvey’d
Through all his camp confummate order fpread,
To execute that lov’d defign addreft,

Which fecret long had brooded in his breaft.

Hence fprung his cares ; —long paft for many a night,
Each dream had brought his father to his fight :

Juft when the ftars before the dawn decay,

And o’er the hills Aurora leads the day,

Juft when foft fleep calls forth his fluttering train

Of dreams, and haftens to th’ Elyfian plain:

Then ever rofe Ulyfles to his view,

At break of day, when dreams they 3y are trge.

Repuis’d by numbers from the nightly falls,
Tho’ rage impels him, and tho® hunger calls :
Long ftands the thow’ring darts and miffilc fires,
Then fow’rly flow th’ indignant beaft retires.
) Porx.
An imitation of which is the following from the gth FEneid, v, 1976,
As when, with tilted fpears, the clamorous train
Jnvade the brindled manarch of the plain ;
The lordly favage from the fhouting foe,
Retires, majettically flern, and flow s
Tho’ fingly impotent the crowd to dare
Repel, or ftand their whole colle&ted war,
Grim he looks back, he rolls his glaring eye,
Delpaiss to conquer, and difdains to fly.
PirT.

Nz Naked
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Naked fometimes the hero he furvey’d, .

* In thofe bleft ifles for virtuous fouls decreed, }

Befide a rill which wanton’d thro’ the mead :

While foftly-bluthing nymphs around him hafte,

And o’er his limbs the modeft mantle caft.

Now in a dome, where gold and ivory glow,

He fees him plac’d, and hears his language flow :

While crown’d with garlands fit the lif’ning throng,

Charm’d with the foft perfuafion of his tongue.
Whenever fleep the pious fon forfook,

Such dubious dreams his foul with terror fhook :

+ Penfive refle@ting — thus he oft complain’d,

«¢ Whatdreamsmoftdreadful couldlike thefehave pain’d?

¢ Too plain fuch fcenes of blifs the truth declare, :

¢ No more my father breathes this vital air!

¢¢ To thofe bleft climes remov’d, where virtue’s fons

¢ Heaven with eternal peace rewarding crowns:

¢¢ Thofe climes with thee methinks I travel o’er ! ——

¢ And oh how wretched ’tis to hope no more.

¢« Muft I then never hence behold thy face,

¢ Nor in thefe arms my tender fire embrace ¢

¢« No more thy tongue’s mellifluous wifdom hear,

¢ Nor to thy hands the filial kiffes bear?

¢¢ Thofe hands which never on the madding crew,

¢¢ The fuitor-train fhall pour the vengeance due ?

¢¢ To fame fhall Ithaca no more return,

¢¢ But droop in ruins and for ever mourn ?

% Devenere locos lzetos, et amoena Vireta
Fortunatorum nemorum, fedefque beatas.
Vrre. B.vi. v, 638.
1 Qu me fufpenfam, infomnia terreat A, iv. g.
< Yes;
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¢¢ Yes; the dread powers, whofe ceafelefs hate purfaes
€< The fire, thro’ fuch viciflitude of woes,
¢¢ To the fad fon thefe dreams of torture fend,
¢¢< His life’s fole comfort from his heart to rend,
¢« Thence thence that fweet deluder, hope, to tear,
¢ Life of our life, and foother of each care!
* ¢ Yet doubtful thus, ’tis anguifh to remain; —
¢¢ Why faid I doubtful, when the truth is plain?
¢« Too fure my father treads the realms below;
¢¢ And to thofe realms to find his ghot I'll ge:

® Oft fince he breath’d his laft, in dead of night
. His reverend image ftood before my fight <
Enjoin’d to feek below his holy fhade,
« Condu&led there by your unerring aid :
But you, if pious minds by pray’rs are won,
Oblige the father, and proteét the fon s
Your's is the power ; not Proferpine in vaia
Has made you priefte(s of her nightly reign
If Orpheus, arm’d with his inchanting lyre,
The ruthlefs king with pity could infpire ;
. If from the fhades below redeem his wife:
If Pollux off 'ring his alternate life,
Cou'd free his brother, and can daily ge
By turns aloft, by turns defcend below :
Why name I Thefeus, or his greater friend,
‘Who trod the downward path, and upward cou’d afcend {
Not lefs than theirs from Jove my lineage came,
My mother greater, my defcent the fame,
Vizc, &£n. by Dryp. B. vi. v. 17¢.

. If
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¢« If impious Thefeus fafe thofe regions foughe,
¢ His foul with injury to Pluto fraught:
¢ Why fhou'd a fon the dreary journey dread,
¢ By love condufted, and by duty led?
¢« The mighty Hercules defcended there:
¢ And tho’ not him, ’tis great like him to dare!
¢¢ Soft-plaining Orpheus fo fuccefsful prov’d,
¢¢ That ev’n the gloomy Monarch’s foul he mov’d,
¢¢ Inexorable held —till back to life
# He to the tender hufband gave the wife 3
¢ And fhall I then of like compaflion fear,
¢ When fo fuperior is the lofs I bear ?
¢ *Tis fixt——to thofe dread regions will I fly,
¢ Prepar’d for death, if fate demands to die:
¢¢ (For why fhould mortals fear the tyrants blow,
¢ Who daily groan beneath a weight of woe ?)
<" And prove if pitilefs, as tales refound,
¢ The pow’rs, who rule the realms of night, are found 2.
* And, oh my father, tho’ my fate denies
¢¢ That thou on earth fhou’d’#t blefs thefe longing eyes:
¢t Yet it may chance permit thy fon to know
¢ Thy thade—now happy, in the realms below.”
Speaking he wept, and weeping he arofe
The light to feek, and mitigate his waes:
In vain he fought, while fill the torturing dart
That pierc’d, continued rankling in his heart : *
And ’'midft fuch anguith he refolv’d to go
By Acherontia to the realms below :
*Twas near the camp: the name a gloomy cave
‘To Acheron’s black banks conduéting, gave:

% Hzerct lateri lethalis arundo. AN iv. 73.

A



A ftream the deities themfelves revere,

An oath they dread, and tremble when they fwear.

* High on a rock was Acherontia plac’d,

As on the tow’ring oak an eagle’s neft:

Beneath whofe feet the horrid cavern lay,

‘Whence trembling mortals turn’d with dread away:

‘Whence watchful fhepherds drove their fleecy care,

Pois’nous the ground, and tainted all the air:

For Styx her vapours through the paffage crouds,

Rolls flames on flames, and fulph’rous clouds on clouds:

There never zephyrs gently-breathing blow,

Nor herb nor flower around the cavern grow:

No autumns fmile, nor blooming fprings return;

The parch’d ground languifhes, the meadows mourn :

O’er the dead profpeét firetch the wearied eyes,

Where leaflefs thrubs alone, or baneful cyprefs.sife.
Vain ev’n at diftance Ceres’ gifts to thare

The labourets try: in vain the vineyards rear :

Their fullied fireams the drooping Naiads mourn,

Black noxious waves diftilling from their urn :

# Deep was the cave, and downward as it went,
From the wide mouth a rocky rough defcent :
And here th® accefs a gloomy grove defends,
And there th’ unnavigable lake extends:
O’er whofe unhappy waters, void of light,
No bird prefumes to fteer his airy flight
Such deadly ftenches from the depth arife,
And ftcaming fulphur, that infects the fkies.
Dzypsn's Viza. B.vi. L. 338,

There
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* There no fweet warblers told the lift’ning grove,
(No grove was there) the ftory of their love:
Beneath a milder fky their loves they fung .
While here alone the raven’s croaking tongue, [rung. }
And owl’s more hideous fhriek thro’ the drear defart
Bitter the grafs, whereon the flocks that fed,
Nor wanton fkip’d, nor bleating chear’d the mead :
His curled front the bull dejected hung,
Nor with his amorous call the foreft rung :
Pipe, flute and love the languid fwains forbear,
Nor pipe, nor flute, nor Phillis pleafes here.

From this deftrutive cavern frequent came,.
Mix’d with black fmoke and fulphur, living flame ;
Whofe horrid darknefs drove the fun away,
And brought night’s terrors in the noon of day :-
*Twas then the people to their altars flew,
And folemn pay’d the facrifices due.
Tho’ thus fubmiffive, oft they ftrove in vain
To footh the tyrants of the infernal plain :
Who fond of blood, oft cruelly demand
The young —the flower and glory of the land.

Thro’ this drear cave Telemachus decreed’
To find the gloomy manfions of the dead:
Pallas, whofe care the hero flill attends, }

Whofe ZEgis guards him, and whofe arm defends,
The chief to Pluto’s favour recommends.

® Tunc et pefliferi pacatum Limen averni
Innocui tranfiftes aves : flatumque reprefiit
' Amfanflws; tacuit fixo torrente Vorago.
Cravp. Rap, Prof. 1, ii, v. 348.

And
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And mov’d by her requeft great Jove commands
® Hermes— (who daily to grim Charon’s hands
From realms above conveys the flitting train)
From the ftern king fafe paffport to obtain ;
'Permiflion for Ulyfles’ fon to tread,
His wide domain, the dwellings of the dead!
Favour'd by night, Telemachus withdrew,
And from the camp unfeen, unnoted flew:
And as he mov'd by Luna’s glittering light,
His prayers addreft that planet of the night;
Walking in brightnefs thro’ the dutky fky,
+ In heav’n, on earth, inhell a deity.
Pious his purpofc, and his heart fincere,
With kind regard the goddefs heard his pray*r.
‘The cave approaching, in amaze he found,
1 Trembling beneath his feet the bellowing ground :
All hell’s dread clamours thro’ the entrance roar’d, -
And from the heav’ns red fire and lightning pour’d.
Aghaft the fon of bold Ulyfles ftood ;
Fear freez’d his limbs, and terror chill’d his blood :
Yet foon his virtue triumph’d: —to the fkies
* Speaking he rais’d his pious hands and eyes ;
¢¢ Great gods, thefe omens with delight I meet,
¢¢ Oh ftill be gracious, and your work compleat.”

* This office of Hermes is too well known to need any paflages
from ancient authors to explain it — they who think fit, may confult
Herace, B.i. Od. 10and iii, 11, and Virgil, B, iv. 242, &c.

4+ Tergeminamque Hecaten, tria Virginis ora Dianze,

. V. 511. 7En. 4.
1 Sub pedibus mugire folum & juga csepta moveri

. $ylvarum —— Virg, Zn. 6. 255.
' o Thus
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Thus as he fpeaks, his foul new vigour proves,
And tow’rd the cave with double fpeed he maves.
When lo at once the gloomy entrance clear’d,

The thick fmoke flew; the darknefs difappear’d ;
No more around deftiru&ive vapours roll,

Nor pois’nous {mells ruth fick’ning on the foul :
Then unattended —for who dares attend ?

Thro’ the dread entrance view the chief defcend !
Two trufty Cretans, who his purpofe knew,

Their friend’s defcent at diftance trembling view ;
And pour to heav’n thofe pray’rs they deem in vain,
For him they dare not hape to view again !

* Mean while the hero wav’d his glitt’ring blade,
And pierc’d undaunted thro’ the fightlefs thade :

® So his father in the Odyfley on the fame occafion, B. i, v. 23
and 61, )
an——From the fcabbard drew his fhining {word ¢
And —
Swift wav'd his faulchion o’er the blood :
Back ftarted the pale throngs and trembling ftood.
Porx.
And the fybil in the 6th Eneid fays,
Now, Trojan, take the way thy fates affard,
Affume thy courage, and unfheath thy fword,—
She faid, and pafe’d along the gloomy fpace ;
The pricce purfued her fieps with equal pace.
. Daxpzx, v. 370.
And again, v. 404, JEneas
Untheath’d his thining fteel, prepard,
Tho’ feiz’d with fudden fear, to force the guard,
DzrpeN.

When
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When thro’ its horror gleam’d a fainting light,

As fome dim beacon, ’midft the gloom of night:

He fees the fluttering ghofts around him glide,

Who, as he flath’d his fword, forfook his fide.

Oblivious Lethe, whofe fad ftream rolls flow

In fluggith courfe, next rifes to his view:

Whofe Banks departed fouls unnumber’d croud ;

Fruitlefs their prayers, no pafiport here allow’d;

On earth unbury’d fince their limbs remain,

Relentlefs Charon they befeech in vain:

Who inftantaneons grants, with farly grace,

The living Grecian in his boat a place.
Telemachus no fooner enters there,

Than melanchely plainings wound his ear:

A ghott difconfolate bewail’d his woe,

Whofe caufe of grief the hero fought to know, }

And who he was above, that felt fo much below.
¢¢ I once was Nabopharzan, he begun,

¢¢ The haughtieft king of hanghty Babylon :

¢¢ The fpacious eaft all trembled at my name;

¢¢ And the world rung with Nabopharzan’s fame.

¢¢ I wil’d——and lo~—a2a marble temple ftood,

¢¢ Built by my fubjets to their monarch god :

<¢ My golden ftatue ’midft the temple rear’d,

¢¢ With all the pomp of worfhip was rever'd:

¢¢ Perfumes inceflant on my altars blaz’d,

¢ And hymns and forgs divine the godhead prais’d.

¢¢ Who dar’d the pleafure of his king controul,

Strait o’er him felt my fary’s thunder roll :

Ev’n thought was wearied new delight to find,

To blefs my life, and diffipate my mind :

-
-

-
-

02 ¢ And
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¢¢ And in this ftate, with youth, with vigour bleft,

¢ Yet what felicities had I to tafte ?

¢¢ When a falfe woman, whom I fondly lov’d,

¢ The fancied god a wretched mortal prov’d !

¢¢ She gave me poifon ; all my pomp I loft: .

¢ My guilt alone accompanies my ghott !
¢¢ But now in folemn fhew around my urn

¢ With well-feign’d grief my flattering fubje&ts mourn:

¢ What tho’ all figns of forrow they exprefs,

¢¢ None died lefs lov’d, and none lamented lefs:

¢¢ My friends, my family already deem

¢ My memory difgrace, and hate my name:

¢¢ Here too already I begin to feel

¢¢ Foretafte of vengeance, and the pangs of hell.”
Mov’d at the fight Ulyfles’ fon began, '

¢ Say, ’midft the honours of fo proud a reign 5

¢¢ Say, waft thou ever with contentment bloft —

¢¢ Or did the Halcyon peace ¢’er brood within thy breaft ?
¢¢ I knew it not, the haplefs king rejoin’d, '

¢¢ Nor ever felt that boafted peace of mind, *

¢ Of which the fages tell: “twas loft to me,

¢ On earth if really fuch a thing there be!

¢¢ My heart was ruffled with inceflant cares,

¢«¢ Toft midft defires, vain hopes and jealous fears :

¢¢ My paffions ftill to agitate I fought,

¢¢ To kill refletion, . and to ftifie thought!

¢¢ But reafon’s calms were madnefs to my brain,

¢ And the leaft interval, an age of pain.

¢¢ Such was the peace, the pleafure I enjoy’d :

¢ All elfe feem’d folly; fable all befide.”
Speaking he wept, his narrow foul too mean

Misfortunes with true courage to fuftain:
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As abjed in adverfity, as-ate
Proud and infulting in his profperous ftate.
Near him fome flaves obtain’d an equal place,
Murder'd on earth, his obfequies to grace:
Thefe with their prince to Charon Hermes brings,
Their fate reverfes, and makes them the kings:
To them all pow’r o’er Nabopharzan gave,
On carth their tyrant, and in hell their flave.
Now they revile ¢¢ and were not we, they cry,
¢¢ Men, like thyfelf— poor fallen deity |
¢« How cou’d thy heart fuch impious pride conceive,
“¢ Thyfelf a god, vain mortal, to believe!”
With taunting fcoffs, then others thus began,
¢« Well did he judge to lay afide the man;
¢¢ Void of humanity, he could not claim
¢ Ought human — monfter and himfelf the {ame !”
Another cries, “alas thy gifts are gone,
¢¢ And with thy power thy flatterers are flown ;
¢¢ Thou can’ft exert thy cruelties no more—
¢¢ The flave of Jlaves; thy tyranny is o'er:
¢¢ Tho’ heaven awhile delays th’ impending blow,
¢¢ Sure falls the ftroke, and certain, tho’ ’tis flow!”
At thefe reproaches, with keen anguith preft,
The tyrant, proftrate on his heaving breaft,
Fierce gnafh’d his teeth, and frantic tore his hair,
And fhew’d a thoufand atts of mad defpair :
‘¢ Raife him, - ye flaves, indignant Charon cries,
¢¢ Let hell behold and vindicate the fkies: -
¢¢ Let every ghoft be witnefs to his woe,.
¢¢ And view the horrors he receives below :
¢ Abfolving heav’n, which upon earth to reign
¢ Allow’d a wretch fo worthlefs and prophane.
« And
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¢ And thou, oh impious Babylonian, know, .

¢ Thefe, thefe are but beginnings of thy woe!

¢ Prepare before dread Minos to appear,

¢¢ Great judge of hell—oh tremble and prepare !™

Speaking, his boat the living hero bore

Acrofs the lazy lake to Pluto’s fhore:

The thronging {peétres crouded to the fight,

A living mortal *mid# the realms of night!
But fcarce he lands or ere they fade away,

Like night’s dark fhades before the face of day.

His brow lefs wrinkled, and lefs fierce his eyes,
Thus to the hero fmiling Charon cries,
¢« Since, favourite mortal, highly lov’d of heav'n,
¢ Thefe realms of darknefs to thine eyes are giv'n,
¢¢ Where mortals living are denied to tread,
¢ Purfue thy way ; and thou wilt foon be led }
¢ To Pluto’s throne, great monarch of the dead.
¢¢ He will permit thee all his realms to trace,
¢« And view each wonder of this fecret place :
¢¢ Which ’tis nor mine to tetl, nor mine to thew:
¢ He will permit thee—favour'd morral, go!”

He fpoke; with hafte the chief advanc’d along;
While hovering ghofts on ghofts around him throng :
* Numerous as fands, befide the roaring main,

Or falling leaves, that firew th’ autumnal plain :

An}

® Conveniunt anime, quantas truculentior Aufier
Decutit arboribus frondes, aut nubibus imbres
Colligit, aut frangit flu@us, auttorquet arenas.
Cravpzan Rap. Prof, 1 ii. v. 307.

qun
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And near him as the filent fpetres preft,
A dread divine o’eraw’d his throbbing breaft.
But when thro’ all the dreary regions paft,
He came to Pluto’s folema court at laft,
An awful fear ran fhivering thro’ his blood,
And his knees trembled as aghaft he. ftood :
Scarce from his lips thefe words diftinguifh’d broke,
His every accent faulter’d as he fpoke.
¢¢ Before thee, dreaded power, a fuppliant bends,

-¢¢ Who to thy realms to feek his fire defcends :

¢¢ Oh fay, does earth the great Ulyfles know,
¢¢ Or wanders he a thade *midft fhades below $*

* Encircled with the pomp of hell’s dread flate,
On throne of ebony grim Pluto fate :
Pale was his meagre vifage and fevere,
His brow was wrinkled with unceafing care:
Flathing keen fire, his hollow eye-halls roll,

A living man was anguith to his foul :

His whole attention Proferpine obtain’d,
Who fhar’d his throne, and o’er his empire reiga’d :

Quam multa in fylvis antumni frigore primo

Lapfa cadunt folia ~ ———— Virc. . 6. v. 309.
® Claudian fpeaking of Pluto in his Rapt, Prof, 1. 1i.v. 80, fays,

Ipfe rudi fultus folie nigrique verendus

Majeftate fedet : fqualent immania fredo

Sceptra fitn, fublime caput maftiflima nubes

Afperat, & dira riget inclementia formas,

“Terrorem Dolor augebat, tunc talia ceifo

Ore tonat, tremefaia filent, dicente Tyranno

PN e ——

She
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She his relentlefs bofom well cou’d move;

Such charms has beauty, and fuch force has love !
* Beneath the throne pale death devouring lay,

Whetting his {cythe, and planning future prey:

Around him fly black jealoufies and cares,

And fell defpair who her own body tears :

Roaring revenge with wounds all cover’d o’er,

And every wound diftilling ropy gore :

Hate; pining avarice on herfelf who feeds;

And envy, who at good of others bleeds ;

If impotent to hurt, fhe raves, the fwells,

And her own corfe her vengeful fury feels:

Moon-ftruck ambition, that worft peft of kings,

Whofe madding rage confounds all earthly thingss

Treafon that feeds on blood, yet ne’er can tafte

Secure, the horrors of fo fad a feaft:

Impiety, whofe hands the pit prepare,

Down which herfelf fhe plunges in defpair:

®. This train is plac’d by Virgil, not around the throne of Plute,
but, '
Veftibulum ante ipfum primifque in faucibus orci, &,
Jutt in the gate, and in the jaws of hell,
Revengeful cares and fullen forrows dwell
And pale difeafes and repining age,
Want, fear and famine’s unrefifted rage.
Here toils, and death, and death’s half-brother ﬂAeep,
Forms terrible to view, their centry keep:
‘With anxious pleafures of a guilty mind,
Deep frauds before, and open force behind.
Dzyp. vi. ZEn. v, 383.
See Spenfer’s Fairy Queen, B, i. C.vii. f, 21, where there is a
. moft noble defcription of this infernal crew,
Dire
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Dire fpettres, hideous ghofts and phantoms dread,
'To fright the living, who aflume the dead :
Dreams of diftrefs, and watchings as fevere,
"And every woe and every pain was here.
In dreadful fhew the monfters prefs along,
The throne encircle, and the palace throng.
When thus the monarch {poke ; while all around
Hell’s hollow deep return’d the thund’ring found :
-¢¢ Young mortal, fate has forc’d thee to prophane
¢¢ Thefe facred regions where the dead remain :
¢¢ Follow thy fate: butwhether earth or hell
¢¢ Contains thy father——Pluto will not teli :
¢¢ Since upon earth a king, be firft furvey’d
¢¢ That part of Tartarus where kings are laid,
Whofe crimes incur the punifhment they fhare:
¢ And next th’ Elyfian fields demand thy care,
Where pious princes due rewards receive:
¢ Trace thefe: fly hence: and ftrait my confines leave.”
Forthwith the hero, with an anxious hatte,
Thro’ thofe vatt, void, and boundlefs fpaces paft :
Impatient from the tyrant to remove,
Below fo dreaded, and fo fear’d above:
Impatient from his mind his doubts to drive,
And know, if yet his father were alive.
Soon to the banks of Tartarus he came,
Where rofe black fmoke from ftreams of living flame:
Whofe ftench to earth, if haply reaching, brings
Immediate death to all terreftrial things :
With hideous noife the fiery fireams defcend,
And the ftunn’d ear with loud confufion rend,
As the red cataraéts thunder down the fteep,
And flaming fall amidft th’ unbottom’d deep.
P . Undaunted
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Undaunted through the gulph Ulyfles’ fony
Encourag’d by Minerva, haftens on :
* At firt a crowd of wretches rofe to view,
Who, poor ’midft wealth, on earth no pleafures kncw_;‘
But rapine, fraud and cruelty employ’d
To gain that Mammon which they ne’er enjoy’d ;
On earth-their conftant thoaght, their conftant eare;
And their eternal condemnation here !

+ Numbers of hypocrites, in thefe abodes,
The curfe of mortals, and the hate of gods,
He faw—religion’s fpecious garb who wore,
To cloak their crimes, and gild their vices o’er:
To god-born virtue who the lyé had giv'n,
And not abus’d mankind alone, but heav’n:
Thefe ’midft the damn’d fevereft fufferings find,
As the moft mean, and abjett of mankind:

* Hic quibus invifi fatres, dum vita manebat,
Pulfatufve parens, aut fraus innexa clienti ¢
Aut qui dividis foli incubuere repertis,
* Nec partem pofuere fuis, qua maxima turba eft,
Quique ob adulterium cfi, quique arma fecuti
Impianec veriti dominorum fallere dextras,
Inclufi p exfpeflant. ZEN, L. 6. 608,

+ For neither man nor angel can difcern

Hypocrify, the only evil that walks

Invifible, except to God alone;

By his permiffive will, thro’ heav’n and earth:

And oft though wifdom wakes, fufpicion flecps

At wifdom’s gate, and to fimplicity

Refigns her charge, while goodnefs thinks no ill

MirTon, B. 4. 68a.
Children,

Where no ill feems
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Children, whofe impious hands their parents flew,
‘Wives whofe fell hate the blood of hufbands drew :
* Traitors, who perjury’s black guilt defpis’d,
And folemnly their country facrific’d :
All as lefs guilty, lefs feverely feel
The torturing horrors of avenging hell!
And juft the fentence, righteous the decrees,
By the infernal judges paft on thee;
Since to be wicked not enough they deem,
Unlike the wicked, they would virtuous feem
And while deceiving in fair virtue’s fhew,
They render virtue’s felf fufpected too.
On thefe the gods, whofe pow’r they mocking fcorn’d, -
The fulleft vials of their wrath return’d |

Near thefe another fort of mortals lie,
Whofe crimes are venial in the vulgar eye;
Whom yet the gods with mercy never view,
But with inexorable wrath purfue.
Thefe are th’ ungrateful, liars, flattery’s throng,
For vice who dar’d to proftitute their tongue ;
Malicious cenfurers, who joy to fpread
O’er virtue’s living light a baleful fhade:
And all who, urg’d by ingonfiderate hafte,
Rathly on things pernicious fentence paft ;
And thence the fons of fpotlefs merit ftain’d,
And the fair fame of innoceace profan’d !

Rut na ingratitude was punifh’d here,
‘With wrath more hot, and vengeance more fevere,

* Vendidit hic auro patriam, dominumaue potentem,
Impofuit, fixit leges, pretio atque refixit,
. ZEx.6. 621.
P2 Than
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Than that againft the rulers of the fkies ——
¢ What, fhall a2 man—-the righteous Minos cries,
¢ A very monfter ‘midft mankind be held,
¢ Who to his friend in gratitude has fail’d ;
¢ Whofe greateft favours are but light to thofe
¢ The bounteous hand of providence beftows :
¢ And unchaftiz’d fhall thanklefs ‘men defy
¢ The pow’r and righteous juftice of the fky;
¢ When life, health, all things from its goodnefs flow,
¢ And lefs their parents, than the gods they owe ?
. The more on earth they triumph, more fevere
¢ Is the fure vengeance which awaits them here :
¢ Their guilt muft wrath unutterable prove,
« And greatly vindicate the powers above.”
As in full ftate Telemachus furvey’d
The three impartial judges of the dead;
While they gave fentence on a wretch diftreft,
To know his crimes the hero made requett:
Quick for himfelf the criminal began,
¢« Behold a guiltlefs, unoffending man!
¢ Who yet no evil knew, no crimes purfu’d,
¢« Whofe greateft blifs was plac’d in doing good :
¢ My deeds were generous, and from guilt fecure,
¢ Juft all my dealings, and my confcience pure ;
‘¢ No charge my fpotlefs innocence can fear! -
¢ Why thus arraign’d, then guiltlefs, fland I here >
¢ Nothing, O man, dread Minos cries, we find,
¢¢ Deficient in thy duty, toward mankind!
¢ Fool not to know, that lefs to man He ow’d,
¢ Than to each bleffing, but negle&ted, God !
¢ Knew’ft thou not all the virtue that was thine

‘¢ Flow’d down a prefent from the pow’rs divine ?
“ Why
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e ijy then from man {o fedulous to claim,
¢¢ From man——vain nothing, felf-approvinig fame ?
And in thyfelf, ah! why fo mad to place,
¢¢ All as thy own, each heav’n-defcended grace ?
Mocking the righteous rulers of the iky,
¢ Thyfelf, vain man, thy own divinity !
““They, whofe are all things, and who all thingsknow,
¢ Cannot be cheated, or their right forego: .
¢¢ Since heav’n forgetting, thou'rt forgot of heav’n,
¢¢ And to thy darling felf for ever giv'n!
For never real can that virtue prove,
¢¢ Which is not founded in celeftial love!
<¢ Blind or to good or evil roams the throng,
¢ Vain in themfelves who center right and wrong ;
¢ And vice and virtue with indifference blend,
¢¢ Of each the teft their interefts, and the end!
¢ Here, blazing bright, upon their follies flows
¢¢ The light divine, and all their errors fhows:
¢¢ Which oft condemns what they too vainly prize.
¢ And, what they madly cenfure, juftifies.”
Struck with thefe founds, fo folemn and fevere,
No more the wretch his late lov’d felf cou’d bear :
With fond complacency he views no more
His every virtue, fo admir’d before !
Wild thro’ his breaft defpair tormenting flies, }

[
Ly

[
LY

-

Q.

And his own heart is anguifh to his eyes,

Th’ avenger, as before, the fcorner of the fkies.

Now he beholds the folly of that fame,

With whole intent he ftrove from man to claim.
Chang’d, wholly chang’d, his confcience loud upbraids,
And on his mind remorfe and anguith feeds :

Con-
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Condemning rife his virtues to his view,

And fhame leads on the late delufive crew,

Ev'n the fell faries leave the wretch alone,

And deem their pangs inferior to his own !
Since from his hated felf he ne’er can run,

The fearch of others he attempts to fhun:

And hides him in fequefter’d gloomy fhades ;
but piercing light the thickeft gloom invades :
Bright truth revengeful, with her piercing rays,
Glows on his guilt, and all his heart difplays.
Whate’er he lov’d, with torturing pain he views,
As the dire fource of his eternal woes.

¢¢ Fool that I am, upbraiding oft he cried,

¢ My wifdom folly, and my virtue pride:

¢ Nor men, nor gods, nor ev'n myfelf I knew,
¢¢ Ignorant of all things, as of all things true!
¢ Fruitlefs I pac’d o’er error’s mazy road,

¢ And mifs’d the pathway to fubftantial good:

¢ Myfelf my idol—"twas prefumption all-—
¢ * Juft are the gods and merited my fall ! ?

+ At length thofe monarchs in this dread abode
View'd the young chief, and trembled as he view’d,
Who for abufe of pow’r in upper air,

Repent in pangs, and groan in tortures here :
Fierce on one hand a vengeful fury yell’d,
And to their eyes a magic mirror held ;
Where in their full deformity was feen

Of all their vices the long loathfome train :

-

-

* Difcite Juftitiam moniti, et non temnere Divos.

+ See Spenfer's Farry Quien, B, i. c. v, 8. 46, &c,

There
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"There faw they —there, unwilling, forc’d to fee
The fulfome form of that proud vanity,
‘Which late exalting fwell’d each haughty breatt,
And gave to grofleft flattery its zeft.
There, in the tell-truth mirror they efpied
Their floth, their mifplac’d jealoufy and pride ;
Their difregard to virtue’s golden lore,
Their pageant pomp, which made their people poor:
Their dread the voice of honeft truth to hear,
For fools their love, for flatterers their care:
Their dire hard-heartednefs to men, alone
‘When born for men, or born to mount a throne.
Théir toils to gratify each meaner fenfe,
To nobler deeds their female indolence :
Their mad ambition falfe renown to gain
Thro’ feas of blood, and hills of fubjeéts flain:
And all their cruelties, which conftant roll
In fearch of joys to lull the wounded foul,
And drown the calls of confcience, ’midft the cries
Of weeping wretches, and of fufferers fighs.
Here, as themfelves inceffant they furvey’d,
How monftrous was the fight, the fcene how dread!
Not fo deform’d the dire chimzra’s view,
Or the fell Hydra which Alcides flew ;
Nor Cerberus himfelf, tho’ ropy gore
His wide three-gaping throats difgorging pour,
Poifonous and black, and capable to bring
All hell’s inhabitants to glut his king.

On t'other fide a fecond fury ftood,
From whom, infulting, thofe encomiums flow’d, }
Which while alive their flatterer’s beftow’d.

She
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She plac’d another mirror to their eyes,

Where, as by flattery feign’d, their forms arife :
Contralts fo dread they tremble to abide,

And curfe their own mad vanity and pride.

Thofe kings on earth with fulleft praifes crown’d,
Were here moft wanting and moft wicked found:
And juftly fo: .for tyranny’s bold brood
Lives far more dreaded than the juft and good:

And fhamelefs from the flatterers of their times
Drag loud harangues, and truth-difhonouring rhymes ;
Thro’ the dire darknefs, where no ray was feen,
Save but to thew the fierce infulting train,

Their groans rife dreadful, and their tortures fourd,
And anguifh echoes thro’ the vaft profound.

And as on earth with human lives they play’d,

And for themfelves pretended all things made;

Now their own flaves their tyrants do they fee,

Nor entertain one hope of being free:

Fierce from the flaves each lath vindictive flows,
Groaning they lie, and fruitlefs wou’d oppofe.

So the refounding anvils fill receive

Each blow the cyclops’ ponderous hammers give,

To work when haften’d by their limping fire ;

Each furnace glows, and Atna feems on fire.

Here many a wretch Telemachus {urvey’d,

With lowering looks, pale, hideous, and difmay’d ;
Whofe outward horrors from their inward fprings,
From confcience, and the foul’s corrofive ftings :
Themfelves, themfelves in vain they fought to fly,
The more they fhun, the torture feems more nigh: -
Nor for their crimes a punithment more dread,
Than their own crimes, felf-torturing do they need ;
: : Before
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Before their eyes in fulleft pomp they glare,
And in each aggravating form appear:
Not lefs terrific to the troubled fight
Stalk horrid fpe&res thro’ the gloom of aight.
The vengeful throng the frighted mifcreants fly,
And long, to fhun their pow’r, again to die— }
Fate bids them fuffer and the gods deny.*

How: oft in vain they with’d, amidft defpair,
Annihilation’s dreadful boon to fhare !
How oft they call’d upon the deafend tide,
From truth in its abyfs their guilt to hide;
From truth whofe luftre, dazzling all their views,
Avenging fhines, and beaming bright purfues :
Referv’d for everlafting wrath they lie,
Which drop by drop diftils, and never will be dry }
That truth they fear’d, their punifhment is made,
And, long unfeen, becomes their peft, furvey’d!
Like Jove’s blue lightnings blazing thro’ the fky,
Which pafs the outward parts regardlefs by,
And to a nobler prey direé their road,
To the warm bowels, and to life’s abode.

As metals in the furnace’-flames decay,
And unconfum’d, diffolving melt away:
So melttheir fouls in this avenging flame,
Deftroy’d its texture, yet each fenfe the fame.
Torn from themfelves perpetual terrors reign,
Nor eafe, nor comfort can they ever gain:
Mad rage, and wild defpair, and home-bred ftrife,
$erve anly to fupport their wretched life.

* Quam vellent, Xc.
Fas obllat, &c. . Zn. L6,
Q '’ Amidgt
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Amidft thefe fights, which chill’d the hero’s blood,
And every hair ereted, as he view’d,
Various of Lydia’s kings he faw, who prove
Pangs for the luxury they indulg’d above :
Who, deaf to glory, and the trump of fame,
And all thofe godlike labours empires claim,
Deaf to their people’s good, and country’s blifs,
Lay drown’d in joy, and heart-enfeebling eafe :
And on fmooth pleafure’s lazy couch reclin’d,
Lull’d in foft indolence the nobler mind.

From every mouth reproaches loudly flew,
And each at other taunts upbraiding threw :
The tortur’d fire thus thunder’d to his fon,
¢ Did I not warn thee, ere I left the throne;
¢ Did I not warn thee, when the grave in view,
¢ Full in my face my crimes upbraiding flew
¢¢ From all my errors, and my ills to run,
¢ My tyranny and cruelties to fhun

¢¢ Ahlet me curfe, the wretched fon replied,
¢ Thy cruelty, luft, arrogance and pride:
¢ My ruin from thy dire example date,
¢ Thy crimes my doom, thy tyranny my fate!
¢¢ I faw thee in enervate pleafures drown’d, -
¢ And with bafe fycophants encompafs’d round :
¢¢ Hence fond of pleafure like thyfelf I grew,
¢ And hence, like thee, encourag’d flattery’s crew;
¢ Caught by their lures, and fwelling in my mind,
¢ Ilook’d with low contempt on all mankind:
¢ Beneath me all mere beafts of burthen deem’d,
¢¢ No more, than ferving to our ufe, efteem’d.

¢ Such
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¢¢ Such the bafe tenets thy example taught,
¢ By whofe (uperior influence madly caught, }
*¢ Torthis diftrefs thy tortur’d fon is broaght !’
Reproaching thus, alternate they went on,
‘The fon his fire, the fire curft his fon ;
And now with phrenzy mad for fight prepare,
Howl, rend, and groan like furies in defpair.

Hovering around thefe wretched monarch’s fighe,
Like boding fcreech-owls in the gloom of mght,
Throng dread {ufpicions, diffidences vain,

And falfe alarms, the peft of each inhuman reign!
Infatiate thirft of gold’s deftrulive good,

Falfe glory, wading thro’ a fea of blood:

And vile effeminacy, which deftroys

All folid pleafures, and fubftantial joys!

Nor punifh’d were thofe impious kings alone,
For all the evils they themfelves had done;
Onmiffions too of good were cenfur’d here,

As crimes deferving wrath no lefs fevere:

The feveral vices in their realms that reign’d,
Which from the fleeping laws prote&tion gain’d,
Were all imputed to the fceptred throng,

From whom negle&, and want of fan&ion {prung.

But above all, thofe kings blood-thirfty found

Rigour mott dire, and horror moft profound ;
Who o’er their people, with a fhepherd’s pain,
Nor watch’d, nor careful fed the fubjeét train:
But like rapacious Wolves their flocks deftroy’d,
And the wide ruin of their folds enjoy’d !

But that which troubled moft the Hero’s thought,

-f\nd moft compaflion in his bofom wrought,

Qz ) Was
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Was to behold in this abyfs confin’d

A number deem’d good kings among mankind 3
But now condemn’d to Tartarus and pain,

For fuffering o’er them wicked Men to reign :
Here all thofe crimes their Minifters had done,
Were charg’d and punifh’d as the princes’ own.
Mott of this wretched fubje&-ridden train,

To vice or virtue had indifferent been ;

Great was their weaknefs: never did they dread
Their lives in ignoranceof the truth to lead ;
Nor ever relifh for true virtue fhew’d,

Or plac’d their happinefs in doing good !

Oétob. 1750.

TO
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TO MR. J. ——, ON THE REPORT OF
MISS ——’s MARRIAGE.

~——— Ah mifer
Quanta laboras in ¢harybdi—

Digne puer meliori flamma.,

HEN firft the foul has caught the gentle fire,

And the breaft glows with Love and warm defire:

How hard the tafk, what labours muft we prove,
To tell our own, and win the fair one’s love !
What doubts, what fears, difdain and anguith try,
How falfely flatter, and how really figh!

But now fuppofe the gentle charmer views
Our pains relenting, and relieves our woes ;
' With mutual flame foft burns her pitying breaft,
And each of mautual paffion feems poffeft.
Then the warm youth wou’d foar to higher joy ;
Pleads his fond flame, and claims the nuptial tye:
In vain he pleads— the wayward virgin fighs,
And what fhe fondly withes, coy denies ;
By fome fell chance the haplefs lovers part,
Tear foul from foul, and ravifh heart from heart :
Then Cupid frowns, dread abfence gloomy reigns,
O’er their fad fouls diftilling jealous pains:
Cenfure’s at hand; another lover’s near—-
~— Ah ceafe; Almonzo’s torment all is there :
Too cruel fair—ah! why thus caufe his woe,
Stop the rath vow—his tender flame you know :
Falfe to his love, why blefs another’s arms ?
Like him none doat on, or deferve your charms.

¢ Too
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¢ Too late advis’d,” the penfive lover.faid,
As mournful on his Witham’s banks he ftray’d,
Defpair his looks, the profpe& fpoke defpair
Fens, fands, and feas! fad emblems of his care!
¢ Yes, Emma,* yes,——by that dear pleafing name,
¢¢ (Oh falfely yours, for fix’d was Emma’s flame)
«¢ By that I fwear, had you like her been true,
¢ With joy I’d liv’d a banifh’d man for you:
¢ Flown each gay pleafure, ‘every joy denied,
¢ Firm to my fair, and conflant at her fide.
¢¢ Thus then is all my tender flame repay’d,
¢ Oh art thou, art thou, too hard-hearted maid ; e
¢ And art thou loft for ever to my arms,
¢ Gone, ever gone ; Amyntas has thy charms !
¢ Aid me, defpair, here every paffion move,
¢ To wreak revenge on difappointed love:
¢¢ Vain thought! fhe fmiles infulting o’er my pain,
¢¢ And in my rival’s arms exults,—— my vengeance vain !
¢ Oh Emma, think, and when that thought fhall rife
¢ Can you fecurely tafte your fancied joys ?
¢ Think of thofe fcenes where oft we fondly firay’d,
¢ While tales of love the ling’ring fun delay’d :
¢ Think of thofe flow’ry meads, and filent groves,
¢ Where oft, fo oft we whifper’d out our loves:
¢« Where oft we heard the feather’d fongfter’s lay,
¢ Our lives as fweet, and we as bleft as they.
<« Nor cou’d bleak winter’s froft, or envious fnow,

"« Cool our warm breafts——’twas ever {pring with you :

* The lady always wrote under the name of Enma. See Prior’s

. Nut-brown Maid,

¢ Your
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s¢ Your tender form defy’d the nipping blaft, —
<¢ Kind thought—did you with me too fummer tafte !
«¢ But what are groves or meads, or fnow or froft ?
¢ Thefe are forgot, and you are ever loft.

¢¢ Bleft with content, to rural eafe inclin’d,
¢ For thee I rous’d, for thee the crowd I join’d 3
¢¢ Pleas’d, every tempeft, every ftorm to prove,
¢¢ To crown my labours, and to win my love:
¢¢ To blefs my fair, and round her feet to throw,
¢¢ The hard-earn’d produce of my prefperous woe.
¢¢ To make thee fharer of my happier fat,
«¢ I with’d alone and ftruggled to be great:
¢¢ But what avails it—that fuccefs was mine,
¢¢ That rich with plenty all my vallies thine
¢¢ That o’er my hills, my flocks in thoufands ftray,
¢ Ah! what are thefe——when Emma is away ¢
¢¢ Plenty and flocks, with tranfport I'd refign,
¢¢ Too late——had lovely Emma been but mine !

¢ What is my crime ? I never finn’d in thought,
¢ Love, too much love, falfe fair, is all my fault.
¢¢ For this, negle&ed forrowing and alone,
¢¢ Fruitlefs I figh, and unregarded moan.
¢ Emblem of me on that lone rock confin’d,
¢¢ Behold yon guiltlefs failor left behind ;
¢¢ With tortur’d ken the gallant fhip he fees
¢ Plough the calm main, and triuamph in the breeze :
¢ The crew exulting towards their haven hiey
¢¢ While he is left alone, to pine, defpairand die.”
“‘Thus, to the wind the fad Almonzo raves,
And tells his anguifh to unheeding waves :
When bleak defpair’s drear manfion ftruck his view, .
Where wild with woe, the wretched lover flew.

'Midft
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*Midft bogs and lakes expos’d the ruin ftood,
The winds howl’d round, the atmofphere a cloud ;
Acrofs a black deep lake a plank was laid,
The only entrance to the gloomy fhade ;
Females in crowds, who fruitlefs long had figh’d
For wedlock’s bonds, and joys thofe bonds fupplied,
Wrinkled with care, with frowns and croffes bleak,,
In this drear dome their laft fad refpite feek :.
The queen with tranfport views the ghattly train,

' Grins horrid fmiles, and triumphs ’midft felf-pain ;
Arms with foul fpight, ill-nature, and defpair,
And leagues thefe fubjeéts *gainft her foes, the fair,

Amaz’d and mufing at the dreary fcene,
Almonzo ftood, and reafon caught the rein:
« Emma was fair, and fraught with every grace—
¢¢ Grows not an Emma in fome happier place?
¢¢ Then, fuch a pleafing fympathy of mind:—
¢ Yet ftill fome fair may prove as fondly kind.
¢ Emma alone feem’d form’d to blefs my flame ; —
¢¢ But, when inconftant Emma’s not the fame.
¢ Then, nymph, adieu; and tho’ my foul muft own,
¢«¢ Of all I cou’d have lov’d but thee alone;
¢ Cupid will aid, and foon that god will find,
«¢ If not one fair as thee, more conftant one and kind.**
Quick from defpair Almonzo fmiling flies,

Forgets his anguifh, and difpels his fighs ;
The fhining belles explores, who round him move,
Catches a happier flame, and burns anew with love ¥

ODES




P OEM S 121

ODES OF PIND;;\R."
TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK.
THE FOURTH OLYMPIC ODE.
Stropne L

REAT Jove, whofe thunder thro’ the fkies
With force and fpeed unwearied fies : —
——For ’tis to Jove the hours belong,
Which roll around the mighty days,
Thefe days that claim the founding fong,
Sacred to Pfanmis® deathlefs praife :
Immortal are the hero’s deeds;
And when a friend’s brave toil fucceeds,
‘The tale great fouls with joy receive, -
And due encomiums gladly give.—
Thou then, great Saturn’s greater fon,
On Ztna who hatt fix'd thy throne ;
Where, hundred-headed Typhon preft,
Groans, the hot mountain on his breaft ;
The choral hymns, whofe varied lays
Sing the olympic victor's praife,
And give to virtue, nobly bright,
Eternal luftre, life and light; '
Aufpicious hear, for Pfaumis’ fake;
They want not Grace, — his fame they fpeak.

® Thefe odes are not tranflated by Mr, Wel,

R AxTI-
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ANTisTrOPHE I,

Lo! in his gar they crofs the plains,
Where, crown’d with olive, he obtains
Oh Camarina, for thy ftate
Immortal honours, deathlefs fame!
Still, ftill, propitious, kindly fate,
In all be his fuccefs the fame!
For well I know him wife and good,
Skill'd to train up the courfer’s brood :
Nor does of friends a narrow round
His hofpitable kindnefs bound ;
‘Wide his benevolence extends,
And all mankind are ftyl’d his friends :
And where, of all the patriot train,
His country’s glory’s to maintain,
Where will another chief appear,
With heart fo warm, and foul fo clear?
~—Truth fpeaks ; the mufe’s facred verfe
Difdains falfe praifes to rehearfe; .
Experience proves the truth fhe fings,
Atonce the teft of men and things.

Erope.

By this the taunts of Lemnos® haughty dames
The warlike fon of Clymenus difprov’d ;

Who, when contending at the glorious games,
Swift to the goal before his peers he mov'd,

Panting,
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Panting, as he claim’d the crown,

To Thoas’ daughter thus begun :
¢¢ Behold the man whofe untried fpeed you fcorn’d,
¢¢ Till by that fpeed viQtorious he return’d ;
¢¢ And know, this hand can equal deeds perform,
¢¢ And know, with equal fire this heart is warm :
¢ Grey hairs may oft the youthful head beftrew,
<< But grace they add, and wifdom to the brow.” *

# Sce the fcholiaft on the place.
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THE SIXTH OLYMPIC ODE.

Strrorue L

HOSE amplé foul a glorious fabric rears;
Firft to the gorgeous front direéts his care:
Not art, nor coft, nor gold, not fculpture fpares,
To give the portico the nobleft air:
That thence the eye enlarg’d, his fplendid dome
May raptur’d with ideal wonder roam.
So, mufe, preparing deathlefs fongs to found
On themes,which well thofe deathlefs fongs may claim,
With grandeft grace be our beginning croygn’d,
Be from the firft bright fpark conceiv’d the flame!

Were there a man whofe happy lot beflow’d

In rich Sicilia’s plains a fair abode;

Who fhone at glorious Pifa doubly bleft,

Th’ olympic vi&tor, and the thunderer’s prieft:
Untouch’d by envy’s hate or flander’s tongue, _
How juft were fame like his, how form’d fuch fame for

fong!

AxtisTtrorHE L

- Such fame, great fon of Softratus, is thine,
And lo, my mufe, thathero is thy theme:—
Virtue unexercifed can never fhine,
It tempts no dangers, and fhall find no fame:
Bat who, like thee, Agefias, dare be great,
Shall fhare thy glory, and enjoy thy fate!
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Of right to thee that enlogy belongs,
Which brave Adraftus to the prophet gave

‘Whom Jove belov’d ; and, to preferve from wrongs,
Commanded earth wide-gaping to receive :

His friend’s lov’d corfe Adraftus fought in vain

At Thebes’ feven-fold funeral to obtain ;

" And therefore thus with praife embalm’d the dead;

¢¢ Where is my light, my guide, my glory fled ?

¢¢ Alas, my faldiers, how our lofs I moan,

¢¢ The wifeft prophet dead, the braveft warrior gone !””

Erope L

Such, mighty hero of iny lays,
Such are thy gifts, and fuch thy praife?
I fcorn the forms of mean difpute,
I fcorn to cavil and confute:-
All end-of ftrife this oath fhall bring,
Dread witnefs to the truths I fing 3
1 fwear thefe gifts of right to thee belong,
And - every mufe permits the oath, and all confirm the
fong.

STrrorucx I

Come then, my foul, bright chanoteer,
‘The mules, viftorious to the car .
Join quick, that while we crofs the ph.ln,
Our labour’s fummit we may gain :

Anxd all triumphant mount the place,
Where fhine the hero’s god-born race:
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But ftill he fpoke, and told in vain
What none had heard of, none had feen,

Eropr IIL

For Apollo five times his bright journey renew’d
While the babe lay conceal’d on a violet bed ;
Where each {weeteft flower’s choice fragrance bedew’d
His tender limbs nightly in open air lay'd.
But when manhood, gaily blooming,
Spread his rofeat cheeks with down
On his bisth divine prefuming,
He to Alpheus’ fiream haftes down :
There, midft the filence of the night,
To Neptune, and the god of light;
Their fon imploring bow’d :
¢¢ Oh dignify, my fires, your race,
s¢ Be worthy of my birth fome grace,
¢¢ Some glorious boon beftow’d !

Strormuzx IV.

Scarce thus the god-born fuppliant fighs,
Or ere his father’s voice replies :
—¢¢ Arife my fon, and let us trace
¢¢ That great, that glory-deftin’d place,
¢ Where future triumphs Greece fhall thare ;
¢¢ Arife my fon—and haften there.” -
Speaking he led to Chronion’s cloud-capt brow,
And there with light divine illum’d his foul ;
A two-fold power dark fate’s decrees to view
He gave: and inftant thro’ his bofom rell,
: Enthufiatic
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Enthufiaftic fires! the prophet glow’d,
And myflic truths declare the prefent god !
But when in future days Alcides came,

Dread-doing hero, -and ordain’d to Jove,
In wide Olympia’s plains, the feftal game,
With rites befpeaking gratitude and love:
The favar'd feer then foand his gifts complete,.
From eptrails, and the hallow’d fire

He read the book of fae!

AxTtisTrorug IV.

So will’d the god: and thus thro’ Greece
Of Jamus, the happy race
" For rare felicity were fung :

Honour rewards fair virtues throng :

Who tread hgr paths, ‘bright glory’s fane

Shall reach : his attions prove the man !
Pale envy’s poifoy taints each noble deed :

Lo; not even they the vile enchantrefs fhun
On whom true glory’s folt’ring’dews are thed,

In great Olympia’s courfe the conteft won !
"Tis fo: thy mother’s anceflors beftaw’d
Duge rites, Agefias, on the herald god:
Beneath Cyllene’s hoary brow well pleas’d, .

Hermes beheld their. warm religious zeal: .
Hermes of contefts holy umpire made,

The kindly guéuvdian of Arcadia’s weal :
And grateful by his fire, th!:-thundqr_er’s aid,
Thee with {o perfect happinefs repaid }

8- ‘ ﬁl;onz
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Erop:e IV.

I catch the bright flame, and am warm’d with the fong !
Thy praifes infpire me-to chant forth my own :
From Thebes, from Metopa, from great Ladon fprung,
I boaft my defcent, and I claim my renown :
There, thrice-happy bard, reclining,
Themes divine engage my lays :
Heroes brows immortal binding
With. gay wreaths of blooming praife.
Hafte then, and roufe the choral throng,
ZEneas, hafte—and be the fong,
With Juno’s name begun!
And let who hear my lays confefs,
That his Besotia’s old difgrace
Great Pindar’s numbers fhun !

STtTrorue V,

Thou art 2 man the mufes love,
And in their councils hold’ft the higheft place :
Declaring thence what they approve,
Thou fhed’ft on favor’d bards their choiceft grace :
Turn then—remind the grateful mufe
"To fing of beauteous Syracufe,
To {peak renown’d Ortygia’s praife,
Where Hiero the fceptre fways ;
The rock of juftice bears his th{one,
Religion’s jewels grace his crown ; .
Behold what glorious ftru®ures rife,
For that dread power, who rules the fkies,
For
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For Ceres and her daughter’s fake,
Behold — for him and let thofe ftructures fpeak !

ANTtIisTRoPHE V.

Already the exulting lyre-
The hero’s glorious praifes has enjoy'd :
Still vibrates every fweet-tun’d wire,
For each his name has known, his fame émploy'd :
Oh may no future times decreafe
‘The round of his confumniate blifs !
May he with wonted favour view .
‘The hymn to brave Agefias due;
Who from maternal climes removes
Arcadia’s meads, and peaceful groves ;
. In Sicily’s bleft realms to trace
His father’s, and a nobler race.
*Tis well, when nightly tempefts roar,
The fhip with double anchors to fecure,

EropEe THE LaSsT.

May heav’n’s wide favour to each realm encreafe
Their chofen lot of happinefs and peace:
And oh dread ruler of the boundlefs fea,
Whofe voice the tempeft hears, the waves obey »
Thro’ life’s rough waves Agefias fafely fteer,
From ftorms proteéted, and from quick-fands clear:
With winds propitious fwell his happy fails !

And as my fongs fame’s ocean crofs,

Croud glory’s favouring gales !

S 2 THE



532 P OEMS

THE SEVENTH PYTHIAN ODB.
StTrorutk L

O nobly whence deduee the fong,
Sacred to Megacles’ renown,
. A chief from great Alcmzon {prung,
As from Minerva’s mighty town?
Since where a family fo great,
- Thro’ Grecia’s realms is found ;
And where fo truly fam’d a ftate,
Thro’ earth’s capacious round ?

AsxtisTtrorace I

Athens, thy fame to all is knewn,
Thy fons by all are prais’d,

Who, Phaebus, by mad foes o’erthrown,
Thy hallow’d temple rais’d:

And, Megacles, to found thy fame,
Thofe conquefts urge me on,

By thee, at every glorious game,
And thy forefathers won.

Eropzx

Even five Corinthian palms obtain’d,
And oneat great Olympus gain’d ;

At
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At facred Delphi two :
- Your late fuccefs I gladly hail,
* Yet mourn that envy fhould prevail,
O’er. fame and men like you.
Yet truft, your blifs is more fecure,
Your fortune’s columm ffands more fure,
Round which fome winds have blown,
Than that to heaven its head which rears,
And tempefts unmolefting dares,
Which blow | —and ’tis o’erthrown !

# The original is=— 7o & axyvps .
$Bovor apuesBopuaroy
7a xaha sgya = where the fcholia®t obferves
o a1t Yoy suruxnltion Th ving yagor axvpas 3e s oy Ixmwongarny
who, as he adds, died about this time, and wasa relation of Age-
fias, Sedorius, in his tranflation, follows this explanation of the
fcholiaft,
Unum illud doléo, poft tot adoreas,
‘Te l=fum Hippocratis morte domeftica.

So that in the oriéinal, envy muft be underftood as a perfomage,
who had power to throw in achange, and deftroy ‘the felicity of
great altions : the poet confoles him upon this, with a piece of mora-
lity ; affuring him, that the happinefs is the moft firm, and moft flou-
rithing, poruay & farracay, which is mix'd with fome viciffitudes of
fortune, which brings 7a % +a, good and bad — rawr erags 5 7o, wap’
®unpw, fays the fcholiaft, —

Tov wigs jasta” spihngs, 8y Fayalorrs, xaxovrs,
OPdarmay wey auegrs' 3idv 3'nduay aoidw.

THE
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THE NINTH PYTHIAN ODE.
Strrorug I

LOWING bright with fhield of brafs,
Vi&orious in the Pythian race;
Great Teleficrates his praife,
My foul delights to.found in nobleft lays.
Ye Graces aid your poet’s fong, -
And boldly bear the ftrain along.
Spread, fpread4he blifs, the glory wide,
Of brave Cyrene’s garland and her pride.
From Pelion’s moant where winds perpetual roar,
Bright-hair'd Apollo fair Cyrene bore
To thofe bleft realms, where flocksin thoufands ftray,
And fulleft plenty crowns the {fmiling plain:
In golden car he bore the nymph away,
And gave her o’er the world’s third part to reign.

AxTtIisTtTroPHE L

Bright Venus, goddefs of the fair,
Who holds her courts and revels there;
Smiling receiv’d her Delian gueft, <
And breath’d foft love thro’ each enamour’d breaft. ..
While modefty, fweet bluthing, fpread
The happy love-expetting bed ;
Where glad Apollo’s glowing arms
Might clafp Hypfaus® blooming daughter’s charms.
From Ocean’s monarch was Hypfzus fprung,
King of the Lapith=, a warlike throng:

Peneus,
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Peneus the God’s, Hypfieus Peneus’ fon,’
Who dalliance with fair Créufa held
In.Pindus’ vale, where he the virgin won,

And with Cyrene’s god-like father fillI’d,
Erope L

That father, with induftrious care,
Each female virtue taught the fair:
But fhe—a nobler tatk approving, . -
Scorn’d the loom’s enervate toys:
Far from female trains removing,
Talking banquets, lazy joys:
With the bow, the quiver arming,
To the field triumphant flew;
Where the favage race alarming,
Thefe her darts unerring flew :
Q?er the hills Aurora rifing, .
E’er equipp’d the maid beheld 5
Sleep’s emollient blifs defpifing,
Early haft’ning to the field :
No hoftile beafts her father’s realms annoy’d,
She clear’d each foreft, and cach foe deftroy’d, -

Srrornucz Il

Once, without help of dart or fpear,
Maintaining an unequal war ;
Pheebus on Pelion’s top furvey’d
Engag’d with lion fierce the lovely maid !
Strait Chiron, call’d he, from his cave,
Phyllirides, thy bower leave;
Forth,
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Forth, forth, dread Centaur from thy bower,
'T'o view the triumphs of .a female power.
View with what courage fhe maintains tlefight,
While her great {pririt foars beyond her might ;
She knows not fear : —relate her happy fire,

What root its bisth te branch {ii glorious gave?
What mortal to the honour may afpire,

Of daughter fo undaunted, fair, and brave?

AxTtisTrrorue Il

On the virgin, Chiron, fay,
May we foft compulfion lay ;
Gently force her to our arms,
~ And crop her virgin flower, and full-blown clurms?
Soften’d to fmiles his features grave,
This anfwer fober Chiran gave;
Who love’s purer flames would fhare,
By fweet perfuafion fieal upon the fair ;
And with fond elegance of paffion move,
The yielding fair one to a virtuons love:
In modeft hints firft fighing out their flame,
 And delicate alike, tho’ bolder grawn : .
For gods and men hate thofe who know not fhame,
But fhock the ear with ribbald lewdnefs’ tone.

Erop Il
But thou, of truth great Deity,

Whofe proving touch all falfhoods fly :

Gentle
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Complaifance alone infpiring,
Thee hath led to this requeft :
Art thou gracious, thou enquiring,
Whence defcends this maiden bleft?
‘Thou, who all events art knowing,
Every path that mortals tread ;
Whence their feveral fates are flowing,
Where their feveral a&tions lead:
‘Whofe is wifdom paft exprefling,
Knowledge paft our power to tell :
Sooner.count we earth’s encreafing,
When her pregnant bowels fwell :
Sooner, when waves roll rough, and tempefts roar, -
Number the fands that raging croud the fhore.

StTroprue I

All things are open to thine eyes,
Both where they flow, and whence they rife:

Yet if, with one fo wife and great,

’Tis granted me, dread king, myfelf to meet;
Hear what the Centaur hath to tell :
Deftin’d the maid’s, thou fought’ft this vale ;
Hither thou cam’ft, her love to fhare,

And to Jove’s.gardens o’er the feas to bear.

Thither thy * people from their 1 ifle fhall tend,

And to the vale-furrounded hill afcend ;

* The Spartans, 4+ Thera,

T Where
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Where rule from thee, Cyrene, fhall receive!
Now for thy fake glad Lybia to the fair,

In golden domes reception waits to give:
And yield her of her fpacious empire fhare:

AnxTtisTrorrnEe IIL

There fhall they rule, their laws the fame,
And joint command, and empire claim;
O’er realms for nobleft beafts renown’d,
O’er fields with fruits and falleft plenty crown’d.
There with a fon fhall the be bleft,
Whom, carried from his mother’s breatft,
The golden-throned hours fhall join
With mother earth to nurfe, and make divine:
Hermes to them fhall bear Apollo’s race,
And on their laps the fmiling infant place:
His rofy lips the well-pleas’d nymphs fhall blefs,
With neétar and ambrofia, heavenly food ;
Which, to his fires and grandfires place fhall raife;
And make of men’s delight, the man, a god.

Erop e I

The fields, the flocks, his care fhall elaim,
And Ariftzus be his name.”
~—Speaking thus, to confummation,
Chiron inftigates the god 5
Swift is each immortal aétion ;
Swift the flight, and fhort the road :

Saw
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Saw that day the deed unended ? —
Lybia ftrait received the pair :
Both the golden bed afcended,
Bleft, and both immortal there;
There her beauteous city guarding,
Fair Cyrene ever {miles. '
Her Carneans f#ill rewarding,
In the Pythian’s facred toils.
Thrice bleft Carnean, * whofe renown can give
Fame to thofe realms, whence all their fame receive !

& Teleficrates,

T2 : AN
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A N (o] D E
TO THE MARCHIONESS - OF GRANBY.

“ I'T H awful port and carriage grand
I faw him lead his gallant band-:
Ocean’s rough waves fafely croft,
I faw him on Germania’s coaft,
There the Britith colours flying,
Britith drums and fhouts refound:
There the Britith courfers neighing,
Snuff the air, and paw the ground !
Still wonder, her finger her ruby lip prefling,
Sate fix’d in a cloud o’er the throng;
As flow, in order juft, the heroes march’d along ¢
But when thy manly foldier came,
I faw, I mark’d each fpeaking face:
Each eye was fix'd, illuftrious dame,
And every finger mark’d his martial grace!
Great Gransy —Rutland’s noble fon ;
Thro’ all the crowd —was heard aloud,
And every voice and heart was one :
¢¢ Safety on his helmet play :
¢¢ Conqueft mark his falchion’s way.”

IL.

. 'Thm on her couch, while penfive Graxsy lay,——
 Her hand upheld her head with cares oppreft :
What marvel, when her hero was away,
That tears her eyes, that terror fill’d her breaft ?
Thus
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Thus fpoke the geniusof the RurLaND line:
She heard— the knew —fhe bleft the found ; =
For if old bards have rightly fung,

Deeply read in ancient fory :
The guardian genius of each race,
When mortals to appear among,
They dilrobe them of the glory,
Which cloaths the fplendid children of the fkies,
Wove in light, and far too bright,
For dazzled human eyes :
They then aflume the form, the grace,
¢+ The tone of voice, the turn of face,
And all the manner of the line,
O’er which the laws of heav’n their guardian care affiga,
He {poke — fhe heard, fhe knew the found;
¢¢ And is he fafe, fhe rofe, fhe cried,
¢¢ And is he fafe on hoftile ground ?
¢¢ Safety on his helmet play :
¢ Conqueft mark his falchion’s way !
Who can wonder at the throng ; —
Heav’n applaud and hear the fong!
Who can wonder—thefe admire?

Wherefoe’er my foldier moves,
Every bofom is on fire,

Every eye, that views him, loves!
Tell me, gentle genius, tell,

I a thoufand truths woun’d know :
On his cheeks with rofeate glow
Still doth health delight to dwell!
Tell me gentle genius tell !

Every grateful truth difcover,

Eafe the wife, the friend, the lover,

' Where’s
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Where’s my hero —eafe my care ;
Tell me gentle genius, where.”*

III,

With fmiles ferene,
Such as ever beaming play
On the brows of fpirits bleft,
In the realms of endlefs day,
And diffufe, where’er they move,
Like the gay fun, thro’ every breaft,
Light and comfart, joy and love!
With {fmiles ferene,
He faw the generous paffions as they firove 3
He faw applauding, wav’d his head,
With amaranthine flowrets crown’d :
His rich celeftial plumage fhook, and thed
Ambrofial odours all reviving round :
And thus with tender fympathy addreft,
And thus with tone mellifiuous lull’d to reft
The heaven-born paflions, all approv’d,
That anxious throbb’d within her breaft.

IV,

¢« Matchlefs wife—on golden pinion,
Summon’d by thy tender care,
From GErMaNIA’s vex'd dominion,
Like a fun-beam thro’ the air,
Have I wing’d my azure way ;
Ocean’s wide wafte
1n a moment o’er-paft
At the fummons of virtue no fpirit a1 ftay.
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Heaven approves thy fweet concern:
Ceafe to fear and ceafe to mourn.
From antient times and annals old,
The care of ‘many a baron bold
Of RuTLAND’s gallant line,
Hath claim’d my watchful hand and eye ;
To fave, toraife in glory high,
The pleafing bufinefs mine.
But when the honour of the race,
The high-born heroes I re-trace,
Heroes, who now in golden domes,
Whetc_cvcrla(ting pleafure blooms,
Drink the pure ne&ar of delight,
My charge thro’ all the radiant day,
My watch thro’ all the night:
None, none amidft them I furvey,
Whofe generous worth 2nd ample mind,
Noble foul and nature kind,
So well my fervices repay,
So enkindle each defire,
Higher #ill to raife and higher
In the founding fong of fame,
As him, to whom the power divine
Has to thy care, bright fair, and mine,
Allotted equal claim!

V.

"Now his country calls to arms;
Hufh each tender female fear:
Now the generous ardour warms ;
Truft him to his guardian’s care.
Shou’d



144 P OE M S

Shou’d the furious battle rage,
Rank with hoftile rank engage :
At his fide attendant ever,
I from danger will deliver:
When the glowing ball fhall fly,
Levell’d from the roaring mouth of death:
I will turn it harmlefs by,
And bid it fan him with its guiltlefs breath.
When juft on his head defcending,
The battle-ax cleaves the air:
From the fierce ruin defending,
I will fufpend it there.
Helm, or habergeon may fail,
Greaves of brafs, or coat of mail :
Truftier armour fhall he prove,
In his GuaRDIAN’s care and love,

VI

Nor in the wild rage of the battle alone,
Shall the banner of fafety around him be thrown :
The fickly troop and pale,
That on difeafe’s camp attend,
Not daring to affail
Whom heav’n and rofy health defend,
Gnathing their teeth fhall growl and fly ;——
But why, great MarLBOROUGH *, gracious heav’n, ah
1 fee his Gen1vs ftand in fpeechlefs trance: [why 2
Drooping his fky-tinétur’d plumes,
Inverted his celeftial lance!

# The dukeof Maslborough died in Germany, 1758.
While
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While tears, fuch as angels weep,
Down his bright vifage all unbidden creep.
Oh that every virtae join’d,
The prudent hedd, the feeling heart,
The manly, martial, melting mind,
* Cou’d not arreft awhile th’ unerring dart !

VIIL

Cou’d not—but why indulge the plaintive mood ?
Or why the juft decrees of God arraign ?
He wills, and what He wills, is wife, is good ;
) And who thall dare complain ?
Suffice it, fair one, that to thee
Is given the bleft fecurity,
Ere the gayly circling fun
Thro’ the Zodiac hath run,
On thy bofom’s downy reft,
On the throbbings of thy breaft
Thy foldier to receive,
With all the melting blifs
Chafte affetion has to give.

VII.

Rapturous Hymen then fhall come

Young defire, with purple bloom ;

Innocence in milk-white veft,

‘Truth unzon’d with open breaft:

With all the loves, that crown’d with rofes
Ever dance in jocund play,

Round the couch on which repofes
U The
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The virtuous pair delighted,
In fofteft trance united :
Squint fufpicion far a way,
And all the fnaky brood of hell,
That in the harlot’s bought fmiles mafk,
* And ferpentine embraces dwell §
And I, with that illuftrious fpirit,
Who preferves the matchlefs merit
Of thy high-born houfe, whofe glory
Liveth long in ancient ftory,
Will weave a web of richeft texture;
Of - each linie’s grand intermixture ;
Which to lateft times fhall fhare,
Our mutual and united love,
Our mutual and united care.

IX.

Till the happy hour arrive,
Live refign’d and chearful live,
Fair blooming branch of Sevmour’s fately tree !
Clofe by thy hero’s fide,
I will preferve, will guard, and guide,
And fafe reftore to Britain and to thee!
And returning, round his head
My fevenfold fhield, of heavenly temper made,
Impervious to each mortal froke,
Will all-prote&ing fpread.”

X. Thus
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X.

Thus while he fpoke,
Attention liften’d on her face :
And every gentle paffian ftrove
To glow with moft attraing grace,
Affetion, juft concern, foft fear, and patriot love:
But judging filence here a fin,
They joined all in one requett,
. And fpoke the burden of her breaft:
¢ Gentle genius, no delay,
Quickly, quickly then return:
Hafte thee, guardian, hafte away,
Painful is a moment’s flay, '
For thy inflant departure impatient I burn :
Oh tarry not, but hafte and fpread
Thy fhield, of heavenly temper made,

347

Aleft genius, roynd my lord’s, my lover’s valued

hc? .” .
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A N o D E.

OCCASIONED BY LADY N=ee—meee———D’s BEING
PREVENTED BY ILLNESS FROM COMING TO THE
CHAPEL OF THBE MAGDALEN-HOUSE. '

L

ENCE, loathed pain;
With envious difappointment in thy train!
Hence, and crofs the frozen feas,
To the northern Hebrides :
Or where th’ unfeeling Calmuc flains
With ruthlefs blood the plunder’d plains!
But no more thy harpy hand -
Lay upon N d;
Neither in thine iron chain,
From the pléafing ftenes detain,
Where the cherub pity fhares
Joy, that pleafure feldom bears
On her gayeft fmile; or knows,
When her laughter loudeft flows !

1L
Noble fpirits, moft partaking
Of the pure =thereal flame,
Find the fulleft blifs in making
All around enjoy the fame.
O how pleafing to difpenfe
Rays of rich benevolence !
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O how godlike to impart

All the generous feeling heart !

And with camforts to o’erflow

All the weeping wants of woe !

But from vice’s filthy jaw,

But from death and hell to draw;

And to plant in virtue’s plain,

And to give to heaven again ;

_ Thefe are works which warm the breatt

With the tranfports of the bleft;
Thefe, thefe are works, which time itfelf defy :
Built on the boundlefs bafe of vaft eternity !

III.

Iluftrious branch of Szymour’s fately tree,
Thefe are the works, whofe captivating form
Soft-ey’d compaflion waits to thew to thee,
Waits with her own pure flame thy fout to warm:
Waits to raife the generous figh,
To fteal a tear from thy bright eye;
Drops'of melting charity |
Sighs which pleafe us while they pain,
‘Tears which fpeak the heart humane ;
Tokens fure of virtue’s reign !
And thofe will rife, and thefe will flow,
When thou with lenient looks fhall view,
The decent throng, in modeft guife array’d,
With humbled heart, and humbled eye,
The decent throng, fo lately. loft and dead,
Wrapt in foul woe, and cloath’d with infamy !

')

¢¢ Planted
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¢¢ Planted now in virtue’s plain,
¢ Now reftor’d to heaven again !’
When thou fhalt hear their folemn prayers,
Mix’d with deep repensant tears:
Grateful fongs and tuneful praife,
Pious orgies, facred lays;
Finer pleafures which difpenfe
Than the fineft joys of fenfe :
And each melting bofom move,
And each liquid eye o’erflow.
With benevolence and love !

IV,

Let the roving talkers boaft ;
Who, themitlyes to virtue:lodt,
Still feducing,
Still deluding, -
With ungrateful fcoffs decry
Thofe they won to wanton joy
Black’ning the fair female fame,
With the foul love of luft and fhame!
All their cenfures to difprove,
i\ " Let them feek this firft retreat.
Britons gave to them, whofe love
Gives to life.its choiceft fweet!
Then will they view it with abath’d furprize,
By ruin’d, but returning fair-ones throng’d,
And own that on themfelves, not thofe they wrong’d,
The heavy charge retorted doubly Lies!
- But, ah! beware,
Seducers, that it refts not ever there !
V. Daughters
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V.

Daughters of Britain’s blooming ifle,
Where beauty wears her fweeteft fmile,
Where viftue veils in whiteft fnow ;
And love’s own rofes fulleft blow :
Ah! gentle fair, accept the tribute due
‘To truth, to virtue, and to you!
Lo! confcious of our blame,
For thofe, whom pleafure’s golden bait
Has drawn from virtue’s facred feat,
Through man’s feducing thame; !
This houfe of mercy is procur’d, '
Where, from deceit’s fly fnares immur’d,:
Fair chaftity again may light
Her late extinguifh’d flame!
Aid then, ye lovely ones, the good defign,
So may each pleafure in your dwellings reft!
‘The virtuous hufband, and the lovely line ;
So may each joy domeftic glad each breaft!
But chiefly thou, illuftrious SexmMour, pour
Thy foft’ring fuccours, thy indulgent care:
Yet, yet bat tender is the budding flow’r:
Thy genial hand’s kind tendance let it fhare!

VL

And thou, DinGLEY, virtue’s friend,
Son of foft humanity ;
Still thy pleafing charge attend :
And in the name of charity,
of
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Of returning penitence,
Liberal benevolence :
Weeping virtue, heavenly love;
This and every fair one move,
Every Britifh fair renown’d,
Thro’ the globe’s capacious round,
For the pleafures they difpenfe,
Beauty, kindnefs, innocence:
Ah move them in the generous work to join !
—— But wherefore ftrive to move ¢
Already every worthy heart is thine.

1759

AN
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SUSPENCE AN ODE

WRITTEN WHILE WAITINC FOR THZ COMING OF
A LADY,

HALL I write—or ftill tormented,
Mufing fit, or lonely ftray?
Yonder firt—no, here contented,
Let me fcribble care away.
Poh, ’tis idle——gods, Il to her,
Venus, Cupid aid! vain fool,
What can they ¢ Go, foftly woe hen,
Plead, and mingle foul with foul :
Quick adown that walk I'll wander—
Something white; oh fure ’tis fhel
Nothing——nothing-—-ah, Leander,
Doubt is death to Helle’s fea.
Watch! thou dotard time, move fafter ;e
But one hour—I thought it four !
Dull machine— unlike thy mafter,
Clicking even ever more !
All is hurry — expe&ation,
Panting, trembles in my breadt 3
Siace I held her hand —vexation,,
Thrice ten hundred minutes pafs’d !
Come my love, my charmer, blefs me,—
Or her thoughts, kind genius, bear!
But oh rather come, releafe me
From my foul-bewildering fear!

X ' Shall
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Shall my hand, thy foft hand prefling,
* Aid the pléadings of my heart?
Hold — hold —torture paft exprefling —
Sure——fhe would not mock my fmare!
Oh ’tis mighty — that fame reafon,
Spark divine—lord man’s proud boaft :
Love, his fubjé&, rank in treafon,
Hourly makes him quit the coaft.
Little rebel, I'll fubdue thee—
And thy dread companion doubt !
Nay, my friend, I ftill will woe thee;
Drive, butdrive that monfter out!
Send him to his proper ftation,
Lords, kings, minifters, or court,
Where the fons of expettation
Fall of place and promife fhort :
Send him to the bifhop’s palace,
Where the poor lean curate fcouts 2
Or to where, in faff'rings callous,
Client nine years law-fuit doubts :
Send him juft where is your pleafure,
Admirals, generals, .furgeons-hall
Playhoufe poets, fharks of treafure,
E, O White’s, or gbod Sir P*.
Vain, alas, my fond providing,
See, ah fe€— he haunts me here:
And with fneers my cares deriding,
Points me to the ideal fair:
Will the come ? I fly to meet her:
Hence, vain mufe, your rhymes I throw:
She comes, ’tis her — thanks, thanks, dear creature!
Blank — falfe, fhe’s falfe——yet—
Sure (he’s truel : 1749
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TO TWO AGREEABLE SISTERS,

WHO DESIRED VERSES OF ME IN THE YEAR
T° AR 1738,

BY A GENTLEMAN OF YORKSHIRE.

OU’D I, like Pope, or Swift indite,

_A What pleafure, ladies, ’twere to write!
Like theirs, were my expreflions fraught
‘With elegance and ftrength of thought ;
No mufe, no goddefs I’d require
‘To ftring my harp and tune my lyre ;
Eliza’s\ charms, Eliza’s name,
My lofty-taysthould give to fame:
And:echo, each harmonious ftrain,
‘With wanton joy, repeat again ;
In flowing numbers while I trace
The beauties of her matchlefs face ;
The virtues of her fpotlefs foul,
‘Which dart a luftre on the whole 3
‘Which, when the rofe and lily fade,
Will ftill embalm the lovely maid ;
Will ftill endear the marriage ftate,
‘When other charms fubmit to fate,

Nor fhould the other darling fair
Be lefs the poet’s theme and care 3

Bright Patfy ! whofe engaging face,

TIEg}ceu.u confpire to grace;

Lefs fair the celebrated maid,

That whilom on * Tweed’s borders ftray’d ; -
#® Seca celebrated fong, called Tweed fide,

X2 The
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The love and wonder of each fwain,

Who tripp’d it o’er the daified plain.

No ruffling gufts, no guilty joy,

Her fettled calm of mind deftroy;

But in her air, and lovely mien,

The beauties of her foul are feen.
Happy the fwain, yea, doubly bleft,

Of either beauteous fair pofleft L.

: T.P.

$.T A N-
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OLCASIONED BY THE VERSES ON' TWO' AGREEABLE

SISTERS.

APPY poet, pleas’d inditing
Sweet Eliza’s heav’nly charms 3
Happier far the youth delighting
In the nymph’s more heav’nly arms !
Freely fing, thrice bleft enjoying
All the tranfports fhe can give;
Clafp’d in pleafures mever cloying,
Live, O favour'd mortal, live.
But prefumptuous, never venture
Patfy’s grace divine to fing ;
Far below thy verfe muft centre,
Far too weak thy trembling wing.
Oh what racking tumalts feize me !
Oh what pangs of jealous love!.
Mutt another poet pleafe thee ?
Can my fair his ftrains approve ?
Can my fair forget the pleafures,
Harmlefs hours of joy we've feen;
Sweeter far than mifer’s treafures,
More than halycon feas ferene?
¥et, alas! hard fate requiring!
Sad oblivion abfence draws ;
Loft, forgot, I lie expiring,
Patly falfe, the much lov’d caunfe.

Pity,
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Pity, charming maid, relenting,

Call to mind thy abjeét flave,
Smile propitious, fmile confenting,

Give thofe pleafures once you gave!
Know that Venus, now attending,

Soon will leave thy form divine,
All thy outward beauties ending,

Ceafe to charm, and ceafe to fhine.
Kind the leflon true receiving,

Kind my heart, my foul retarn;
Big with love thy bofom heaving,

Big with love my breaft fhall burn.
All our youth, one endlefs blefling,

Gay tranfporting joys fhall crown ;
Solid comforts fure poffefling,

When declining life moves down :
Then new blifs —but, where tranfporting,

Idle fancy ! wilt thou lead ?
See the nymph, her neck retorting,

Flies, nor déigns to hear thee plead.

AN
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A N O D B

OCCASIONED BY A YOUNG LADY’S LAUGHING AT
ME FOR STAYING FROM AN ASSEMBLY.

H ’twas hard —nay, ceafe your fmiling, I
Prithee langh not—fure *twas hard : '

Still feverer, you reviling, .

Joys like thofe to be debarr’d s Yo
Belles in beauty’s glitter thining, '

Gay delights foft-{fwimming round 3
Duty’s mighty chain confining, —

Thefe I faw, from thefe was bound !
Hark, with tranfports foftly thrilling,

Mufic melts each gentle breaft,
Sounds once pleafing, fadly chilling,

Tell infulting—thou’rt diftreft!
Thus, in cage the goldfinch fighing,

Droops, in fummer fun-fhine hung ;
Fluttering friends around him flying,

Gayly tune their amorous fong ;
‘There their burnifh’d wings difplaying,

Tuning here their notes to love:
He in vain like them effaying

Free to fing, and free to rove.
Cytherea fond attending,

Wou’d young Paris not have gane?
You, with beauty her’s tranfcending

Sighing view’d I, forc’d to fhun.

Afk
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Afk the failor, if appearing
Blifs and plenty on the coaft,
From {o fweet enchantments veering,
Rocks and winds, and waves he’d truft ?
Sight moft cutting! view thofe graces
Smiling in each dimpled cheek :
Joy on joy in tranfport prefles,
General rapture all things fpeak.
Ifink, I flag: fleep cruel flies me,
Darknefs, horror round my bed :
Twelve’s fad beats with fears furprize me,
Ghofts and goblins, maiden’s dread }
¢¢ Sleep, benignant god, receive me;”
He confents—and all is peace: °
And in kindnefs to relieve me,
Bore me where my foul found eafes
In a grove of myrtle ftraying,
Thee, my Delia, there I found:
Cupid too was come a-maying,
Him we join’d, and mirth went round.
Sudden wak’d from blifs fo charming,
(Pleafures oft exchange for pain :)
Soon the fcene my foul alarming,
Came that Cupid * and his train ;
And a Venus, Delia, believe me,~—
Fair and form’d in ftamp like thine:’
Cupid’s whifpers can’t deceive me—
Both are fiters, both divine.

% Mifs P’s brother, a little boy about three years old,

1748.

&
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OCCASIONED BY THE SAME YOUNG LADY’S REFUS-
ING TO PLAY AT QUADRILLE, WHEN- ASK’D BY
A GENTLEMAN.

Carmina non injuffa cano,

AMIDST her gay and brilliant court,
Where fhining beaus and belles refort;
To hear complaints in mighty fate,

Aloft the queen of cards was fate:

When, bufy buftling thro’ the throng,

With hoop fwung high, there came along

A {mall, important, vengeful ill,

Firft confidante of queen quadrille: -

The lady feem’d quite out of . breath,

And vow’d herfelf fatigu’d to death;

Play’d quick her fan, while heav’d her breaft,
And eyes of anger fpoke the reft.

¢ Well, fuch a thing,” was firft her cry,
¢¢ ] tremble for your majefty ;
¢ Your empire fure can’t laft a minute,
¢¢ I never thought fuch rebels in it!”

Strait was the court in fuch a way —
The queen was fainting ¢ hartthorn, pray !”
All the choice fpirits in a hurry,

The ladies too in fuch a flurry :
Oh fhocking ! what can all this bring,
Hafte—falts, drops, fpirits——any thing!

Y Bgt
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But now fuppofe ’em all much better,
And hear mifs MaT. read o’er her letter:
¢¢ Long live and profper, long the reign
Of our belowd, high-favor’d queen:
Spadill. Baft. Pont. and fo forth greeting —
Whereas (Sept. 4th, our laft lov’d meeting,)
Some fubje@s loyally intending,
Your majefty’s fair realms extending ;
Good, honeft, ftaunch and amicable,
Furnifh’d with fith and cards the table:
And thinking nothing in their way,
Lo, a fair nymph refus’d to play :
Nay, and what more the crime compleated,
Tho’ by a gentleman intreated !
Putting the reft in fear and fret
Of that day making up a fet;
Endangering the ftate hereby,
And fcandalizing majefty :
Wherefore we joint petition make,
The matter you’d in council take ;
And punith fuch prefumptuous beauty,
That others hence may know their duty.”
¢ Beauty ! mifs MaT. was then the cry,
¢« And entré nous, and let me die,
¢« Was whifper’d loud from beau and belle,
¢ With ftuff, meer ftuff, Pha, Bagatelle;
«¢ Nonfenfe! — But pray, to know her better,

LY

¢ Nay, I confefs it is but fmall—
¢ And then hér merit, none at all :
(With haughty fneer mifs MaT. wenton)
¢ With us, fhe’d not be look’d upon:

-
-

¢ Defcribe this beauty,— La, poor creature !”*

¢« For
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«¢ For tho’ her eyes are fweetly bright,
¢¢ And would kill thoufands, if they might:
¢ She keeps them modeftly at home,
¢ Nor lets their pointed ogles roam :
¢¢ Nor languithings with art beftows
<¢ On all the circling group of beaus:
¢¢ And tho’ her face and every feature
€< Are well enough (there are much better!)
¢¢ Yet fhe has fuch an humble foul,
¢ So foft, fo modeft— little fool,
¢¢ I cou’d, methinks, almoft defpife her,
¢¢ But that all, all —’tis pity——prize her.”
She ended, and in all their ears
Left fuch contempt, that thoufand fneers,
With thoufand laughs loud iffu’d forth,
With ¢ paffing beauty, pafling worth,
To fentence, fentence, hafte we duly ;
Ah ridicule— fine beauty truly !”

*Twere tedious, readers, here to draw
The various forms of long-breath’d law ;
Since juft the fame the women wore ’em
As the wife brethren of the quorum,
Tho’ chance the fhes were wordier, than
Their winking, wig-wife brethren;
For thefe, to country feflions run, —
Our fentence firft, and we have done :

¢« To all and fingular each one,
To whom thefe prefents fhall be known:
Whereas a nymph, Preftantia hight,
In manners’ and our queen’s defpight,
Has ventur’d hardily to run
The vengeance of our gracious throne,

Y2

Hereby
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Hereby ena&ting, we command
Our loyal fubje@s thro’ the land,
With utmott rigor to falfil,
Our juft decree, and royal will.
Firft, we command paje Modetty,
With down-caft-ey’d Humility,
That bathful &rumpet, Innocence,
That prude, mifs Virtue ; formal Senfe ;
The ideot, laughing child, Good-Nature,
Proud Honor, Softnefs, plaguing creature, *
With all the train of fuch-like Graces,
With pious eyes, and hely faces,
Ever to plague her where fhe goes,
But chief amidft our friends, the beaus.
Next, that whene’er our friends are met,
And want one to compleat their fet,
On no conditions whatfoe’er,
Their compliments be fent to Her.
And be it fpecially provided,
With fecrets fhe be ne’er confided :
Such as tend chiefly to maintain
Our loving fifter, Scandal’s reign :
Nor bear a part in prittle-prattle,
Of rumor-loving tittle-tattle.
Nor may fhe feel that warmth of foul
Shar’d by true fubje&s on a vole,
And if fhe fhould attempt to play,
Be beatted all the live-long day :
And like ourfelves, when luck runs crofs,
Frown, fnap, fnarl, fcowl, bounce, fret and tofs :
May then no fmiles her dimples thew,
No laughter blythe her ivory row ;

Nor
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Nor well-conduéted vengeance dart
From fnow-white hand the gazer’s heart.
And latt of all, when thus contemn’d,
May the for ever be condemn’d
‘The fweets of liberty to lofe,
Faft bound in tyrant hufband’s noofe:
No beau : ~—a thing of wealth and fenfe, -
With much of wifdom, and more pence,
To raife her cares, and drive about
In chariot with her fee-faw lout ;
Far from intrigue, dear rout, and drum,
With hufband dull, and duller home:
And, worft of all, may prattlers many,
A Gilly, Betfy, Philly, Fanny,
Torment her, as they do her mother,
And render her juft fuch another:
Mad to defpife the dear beau-monde, -
For children fair, and hufband fond.”
Thus {pake the learned of the laws,
The court malicious fneer’d applaufe ;
Mifs MarT. the fentence feiz’d and kift, /
And ftrait to B * * n was difmift.

1748.

HAP.
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HAPPINESS EVERY WHERE.

OCCASIONED BY ALADY’S CONDEMNING OUR CHOICE
OF MARGATE FOR A PLACE OF ENTERTAINMENT.

E# Ulubris, Hosx.

¢ HO?’ deteftible the place ;

< Mean the lodgings, fmall and bafe :

¢« Tho’ the crouded hoy pours forth

¢ Company of little ‘worth :

¢ Coach or chariot, tho’ there’s none

¢« Rattling thro’ the fithing town :” *

. Yet Maria, yet my fair,

Happinefs fhall find us here.

Happinefs our friend fhall be;

Ubiquarian Deity !

There’s the rapture! in the mind

Dwells the goddefs, unconfin’d :

Place fhe fcorns; delighted beft,

When enthron’d within the breaft !
Ha—Maria — then I’ve found

Whence it comes that I am crown’d

With fuch fweet ferenity

When accompanied by thee !

; % This is fuppofed to come from the mouth of the objeor, but
fin reality is far from the truth ; fince the company is very agree-
able, and the carriages and horfes fo numerous here, that there is
Bot room enough for either; many being obliged to fend them to
Ramfgate, and clfewhere, 1762.

Thoa
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Thou thyfelf art happinefs ! o
~——From thy conftant aim to blefs,
From thy ftudious zeal to pleafe,
Chearful, unaffe@ed eafe,
Smiling brow, and gentle tongue,
I have known and felt it long.
And I muft—1I muft be blett,
For thou reigneft in my breaft!
Whether then upon the ftrand
Arm-in-arm we wond’ring ftand,
And the world of waters fee,

Dread Creator, full of Thees . G
A

‘Whether on the fands we rove, g
And talk of Clementina’s love * /ﬂ
Dropping, for the pious fair, {,Mﬂ" &
Now and then 2 tender tear :
Whether o’er the fertile ifle
Pleafing rides our time beguile
Whether to the rooms we ftray,
Bright affemblage of the gay,
Where, in focial converfe join’d,
Mirth exhilarates the mind :
~—Every fcene fhall fure fupply
An exuberance of joy ;
For our conftant friend fhall be
Heart-enthron’d Felicity !
There’s the rapture ! —- Thus, my fair,
Happinefs is ev’ry-where.

* Reading Sir Charles Grandifon at this time.

VERSES,
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OCCASIONED BY SEEING THE COUNTESS OF HERT-
FORD, IN TEARS AT THE MAGDALEN HOUSE.

Right CuariTyY, as ftories fay,
Met Britain’s Genius t’other day ;
Both look’d delight, and never wore
A face of greater joy before.
¢« How falfe the ftories fome have fpread
(The laft began,) immortal Maid !
How falfe the tale, that never times
Were fpotted with fuch numerous crimes ;
That never days, like thefe, were known,
With fuch degenerate weeds o’ergrown !
Hear them,—and Virtue proftrate lies,
While Vice and Folly tyrannize ;
Religion’s lamp hath loft its light,
No man is good, no deed is right !
But, beft of Graces, every day,
In public while you pleafe to ftray
Thro’ my fair realms, you prove full well
The falfhood of the tale they tell.”
Her cheeks in crimfon bluthes dyed,
The heav’n-born Virgin thus reply’d :
¢¢ Bright Genius of the happiett ifle,
That lives in heav’n’s aufpicious fmile ;
Ah! wonder not, that, thus careft,
I leave the manfions of the bleft ;
Delighted thro’ thy realms to rove ;
~—For Love, thou know’ft, engages Love.
Agd
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And wherefoe’er T pafs along, !
In private or amidft the throng,
‘Whether the palace of the great
I vifit, or the humbler feat ;
A pleafing welcome fill attends,
And all rejoice to be my friends!
‘Thus I diffufe my comforts round,
And offer balm to ev’ry wound :
‘Thus univerfal good fupply,
And wipe the tear from every cye !”

¢¢ Ah no, the Genius fmiling faid,
Y faw but now, immortal Maid,
‘The tender tears in plenty flow ——
(Tears drawn by Pity and by yop!)
From her fair eyes, whom, at firft look,
I frankly own that I'miftook
For you yourfelf; though pleas’d to fee
*Twas one fo near and dear to me.”

¢ I know her well, (the Grace rejoin’d)
My fifter, Pity, foim’d her mind ;
She long hai our familjar been :
—"Tis H***'s countefs, that you mean.
I know the place, the time I know,
~—-"Twas at my favourite houfe below :
Where many a bright and noble eye
Have paid their debt to Charity :
Where e’en your Prince ®, you muft confefs,
‘Touch’d with the tender foft diftrefs,

® Prince Edward, who was at the chapel at the fame time, with
- foveral other of the nobility,

Z Couv’d
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Cou’d not refrain the melting tear,

But own’d, that I indeed liv’d there !”
¢ Yes, Charity — with loftier tone,

Britannia’s genius then went on ;

That prince I call with pleafure mine,

The more, my friend, as heis thine!

His brother too,~—(Thou know’ft him well,

What need for me his worth to tell ?)

Thy Patron * fhines! and long will be

(If heav’n indulge or thee or me)

The friend, the guardian, the defence,

Of Briton, virtue, innocence !

¢ Under his illuftrious reign,

¢¢ Miftrefs of the fubje&t main,

¢« Glory fhall my fails unfurl ;

¢ Courage fhall my thunders hurl 3

¢ Peace at home my plains fhall blefs ;

¢¢ Freedom range with happinefs :

¢¢ Labour his founding anvil ply ;

¢¢ Through the loom the fhuttle fly ;

s¢ Arts their wreath-crown’d head fhall rear;

¢¢ Virtue their reward fhall bear:

¢« Bright religion through the land,

¢¢ Pleas’d, fhall wave her olive wand ;

¢ Whilft thou, immortal maid, fhalt be

¢¢ An undivided friend to me ;

¢¢ And fuppliant win th’ eternal fmile,

¢ That gives its glory to each ifle.”

® His Royal Highnefs the Prince of Wales, our prefent moft
gracious Sovereign, has condefcended to become the Patron of that

excellent Charity ¢ The Small-Pox Hofpital,”
§ O-
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A K o p B
L

Sweet Society !
What is living without thee ?
Solitude hath oft and long
Been the theme of poet’s fong :
“And charming folitude
Is exquifitely fair and good ; -
But never, never without thee,

Beft boon of heav’n, O-fiveet Society!

IL.

- She too, fhe fhall have the praife
Of my rude, unlabour’d lays =
But never to difparage her,
Elder-born, and fairer far,

Divine Society !
Firft, beft boon of bounteous heav’n,
To the lonely mortal giv’n ;
‘Who not ev’n in Paradife,
While alone, cou’d tafte of blifs:.
God himfelf the tiuth confeft,
¢¢ Man alone cannot be bleft.”

Woman, dear lovely woman then was giv’a;

And thus Society began,
Beft boon of bounteous heav’a !

Z 2

171

III. Place
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1II.

Place me on Gallia’s fouthern plain,

Where fpring and health for ever reign3

To foft Italia’s bofom bear,

Where fummer revels all the year s

Be every fruit of lafcious tafte

On my plenteous table plac’d ;

Wine of ev'ry clime afford,

Oldeft date, and choiceft hoard; -

Ev’ry daintieft cate fupply

With of niceft luxury :

Fountains bubble at my feet ;.

Mufic murmur, foft and fweet :=—=

Yet, doom’d thefe joys alone to prove,

Without the nymph, I woe and love,
Divine Society!

Thefe, and more wou’d I defpife

For northern funs, and cloudy fkies; .

For herbs; and olives, meaneft cheer}!

Let but the nymph I lave be there,
Oh beft Society !

Iv.

Lead me, nymph of graceful mein,
Lead me to the focial train ;-

Who, in converfe free and gay,.
Pafs the jocund hours away;

Who, with unaffetted eafe
Pleafing, ftudy all to pleafe! =



+
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Let good fenfe the fire be there, - - :
Solid fenfe, with manly air: o, 1C el
‘There be decency, his bride,

Sweet good-nature by her fide;

With politenefs, welcome guett,

Lovely female, richly dreft.

Science too, the grave, fhall come,

Deeply learn’d from Greece and Rome : et T
And all the arts fhall take a place, .

Seated by them ev’ry grace, g

Nor by any means exclude

Dear religion, mild and good ;
On whofe heay’nly brow is feen
Peace celeftial and ferene,

V.

So juftly what belov’d
As converfe, thus improving and unprov’d;
Dear focial intereourfe!
Let me but happy be,
Sweet nymph, with love, with friendthip, and
with thee,
And fortune do her worft !
And when of thee I've had my fill,
All unperceiv’d away I'll feal
To dufky grove, or filent wood,
To mufe and walk
In fober talk
With heav’nly-penfive folitude !
Then fhal] reafon plume her wings ;
Then, foaring to the king of kings,
Devotion’s
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Devotion’s eye and voice fhall rife
Thankful for interchanged joys 3
Pleafing thus alike, and good 5
Society and folitude !:

- VL

Thus my mind repair’d and chearful;
Smiling will I hafte again.
To the blifs of converfation,

To the bufy hum of. men!:
Thankful there for each- enjoyment,
Pleas’d my partin life PlLfill;

Joy diffufing, while poffefling,
Bleft the moft, by bleffing fill.

Thankful thus for each enjoyment
By the hand of heav’n beftow’d,

Innocence, the feaft-approving,

\__A_!LPH tafte; for all are gpod.
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T H E C U C K O WwW.-

N 2 mighty great hwry, the more for he thought
That fomething to give us much pleafure he brought,
Our Peter approach’d —with & bow and a word,
¢ I have brought you a rarity, madam, a bird —-
¢ A cuckow, quite fine—I have juft knock’d it down:
¢ Sec the wound on its back ! It is worth half a crown.
¢ Pleafe to take it,” quoth he, — and a fimper puton,
Plainly fpoke, what a feat, he fuppos’d, he had done.:
With a tear in her eye MowLy feiz’d the paor flave,
And a ftroke and a kifs to the flutterer gave. @ .
‘Then to Petet, aftounded, ¢ thou cruel, faid the,
. Expe& nor reward, nor applaufes from me ;
‘What injury, pray, had this innocent done,r -~ .-
That thus thou fhou’d’# treat it 2—1I pr’ythee begone;
Learn, learn more humanity : —=think what a fhame, .
At once a poor bird to enflave and to maim! .
Pretty rogue,~— perhaps perch’d on fome favourite tree,
‘Thy lonely mate droops, and fits longing for thee! .-
And ah! were it not for this horrible blow,
Wing’d with comfort and liberty ftrait fhow’d’#t thou go:
But 'l try to relieve thee, fweet bird, and difmifs)—" -
And fhe ftrok’d it again,——gave a tear and a kifs :
‘Thenher maidenscroudround with muchhurry and care,
And bafket, and flannel, and fpirits prepare —
While Peter fneak’d off —but was heard to complain,
That oft our beft efforts to pleafe are in vain !
Tho’ fad was the moral, for him it was good.
For myfelf, the tranfaion with rapture I view’d :
For oh! my Mar1a, what blifs muft be mine,
To reign the fole lord in a bofom like thine !
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T HEBE A P OUL O G Y.

TO MI88 T

Te

REAK my word, fweet nymph, with thee ——
Juftly may’ft thou be fevere :
But ere pafs’d the fentence be,
My defence vouchfafe to hear.

Where the young and gay refort,
All the purpofe is to pleafe ;
There delight, her fmiling court,
Holds with love, and health and eafe.

Moping, melancholy care,
Languid, heart-deprefling pain3
Never fure fhould enter there,
Sad and fable-fuited train!

Grown with thefe familiar late,
Complaifant they will not be:

Nor their fierce attacks abate,
J————t, tho’ charm’d by thee! -

Why then, when my gladfome heart,
To delight rejoices moft :

Shouw’d I give a moment’s {mart,
When the power to pleafe is loft ?
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Deem not therefore, fair one bleft

With & form which fpcaks E!'X.!.nll‘d 3
Deem not this too feeling breaft,

Senfelefs, or to beauty blind !

From the raptures when I flee
Of fociety like thine ;

Gentle fenfibility _
Owns the fault is never mine!
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A SECOND APOLOG Y.
TO MISS Jaswer,

OU tell me I flatter——indeed you are wrong ——
But hear my apology, once mare in fong.
Very blind, my dear I t, needs muft you be,
Not the charms of your elegant perfon to fee :
And we, your affociates, muft ftill be more blind,
Not to fee in your perfon a draught of your mind.

But remember, fair daughter of fofteft delight,
' The chat which we held in the rooms t’other night s ®
When we noted, how fome above others are bleft
J’ ! With thelovelieft form, and moft fenfible breaft ;
A ;1 A form, which delights every eye that furveys,
@\ QNS And a breatt, where each paffion knevo{elcel;w:y:.
A / R ,’ S Bnt thefe, tho’ endowments we highly fhou’d prize,
e " /. Will raife no vain pride in the heart of the wife:
A \ ' ] For who can be vain, to his portion that fall
Superior gifts from the giver of all ?
No; the fenfe of a God to his creature more kind,
Exalts not, bat humbles a rational mind.

When therefore, fweet maid, I beftow the due praife
On your perfon and mind, in fincere but rude lays ;
To virtue exalted I roufe by my ftrain,

Not flatter with falfehood, or teach to be vain :

K )

o J‘f 5 \ ® This was written at a publick place,
RS AR \

S

o
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But whofe is the merit? — oh, give it to GQD!

179

You'rehandfome——you’re fenfible— humaneand good : //, ,almc ~ein

Becaufe of the higheft perfe&tions pofleft,

More humble are angels, and therefore more bleft :

Know then, my fair [——t, know and adore—
If blett like the angels ; like them you owe more s
So follow their pattern ; and thus to outfhine-

In goodnefs, as much gsin form, will be thine,

Aa:z

ON
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ON S8EEING AN OLD MAN, BEGGING
OPPOSITE AN INN AT HOUNSLOW.

I.

H me! behold! where, trembling, palfied, poor,
Bent down with years, yon aged father ftands!
Plac’d by the public-way, his lips implore
A fcanty gift from paffing pitying hands!
See, while whirling carelefs by
Pompous equipages fly,
From his bald head, as it fhakes,
His wither’d hand the covering takes ;
Holds it forth, and humbly fues,
¢ Oh, for mercy don’t refufe,
«¢ From your plenty to beftow
¢ Mite on age deprefs’d with woe !
¢¢ Seventy years have left me here,
«¢ Friendlefs, helplefs, weak, and bare;
¢ Mercy, tender mercy thow
¢ Upon age deprefs’d with woe !”*

1L

(A0
Old fire! Thou need’ft not atk of me, 13’:"4 r 9 j
I have an heart which feels for thee ! i;‘,«\,@kﬂ
Feels for Myfelf; and for my kind, “
‘While fad refleion fills my mind !
= After a life of feventy years,
In labour fpent, and fraught with cares ;
Thus doth the toilfome journey end,
With Jofs of ftrength, fupport, and friend | ==
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1IL.

‘Thou, gracious Gop! whofe works all-bounteous prove
_ Thy care paternal of the human race,
‘Teach me the tokens of thy general love,
In fuch an obje& teach me, Lord! to trace.

Hail ImmorTALITY! I fee
Its ample proof, old fire! in thee.
Hail ImmMorTALITY ! man’s pride!
The God, the God is juftify’d !
Or age, or pain, or want attend
The mortal at his journey’s end,
Swift fhall 2 mighty change enfue :
Such miracles the grave can do!

1V,

Yet muft the mind for realms of blifs be meet,
Nor foul or fordid thoughts incruft it o’er.
How hard for thofe to fcape, whofe creeping feet
Bear them to beg vile alms from door to door!
Some flates there are fo wretched — I admire
How human nature can the weight fuftain !
But quench’d in fuch is that celeftial fire,
Which gives the generous heart its honeft pain.
Then, hear me, heav’n! whate’er of ills befal,
Blefs’d independence grant me to maintain ;
Come age, with all its woes, I’ll bear them all,
Nor ever impious at thy will complain! | .
But take not, never from me take — \
The heart which loves to feel and ake, \
Ake
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Ake at forrow’s fore diftrefs,
Feel, as quick to aid and blefs !
Never to my pow’r deny
Means, the wretched to fupply :
Never from my foul remove
{ The loxury of Chriftian love!
| Then, what thowwilt; "ot take or give ;
i For this, this, enly, is to live,

TO
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TO MISS F**R

HEN Ithink, my dear F**R, how rarely we find
For friendthip all proper endowments of mind ;
When I fee, with what groveling profpe&s in view,
Human creatures felf-intereft, unceafing, purfue;
A friend, bofom friend, as belov’d as fincere,
Mutft ever the greateft of wonders appear !
But of wonders, if greateft, it muft be confefs’d,
‘That the blefing’s as great, when it can be poffefs’d :
For thence fuch fenfations, fuch high pleafures flow,
As mean hearts ne’er dream of, as bad hearts ae’er know.
Go on then, dear ¢reature, increafe in your love;
Your friendthip~—which, heart and pen, fee, I ap-
prove —
Your friendfhip to her, my lov’d partner and bride,
Whofe worth you have known, and whofe truth you
have try’d.
Go on, well aflur’d, that the faith you exprefs,
Will gain, by exertion, a conftant increafe;
'Till your hearts, all refin’d, for thofe regions are meet,
Where never fhall enter chagrin or deceit ;
Where parting or abfence fhall never be known,
The cynic’s mean jeft, or the father’s ftern frown!
— But, for evils like thefe, while on earth you remain,
Expeét them, nay, welcome them, — do not complain :
They’re the terms of our being ; — a tax, which all they,
Whofe fouls and whofe pleafures are godlike, muft pay.
And who, for fuch gifts,would not paythem with glee *—
Here, take them, ye cenfurers, take them from me!
While
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While my carriage rolls lightly along the fmooth road,

My pence at the turnpike are freely beftow’d *.

This tax, You, with pleafure, my dear, may lay down,

Whom many high bleflings, diftinguithing, crown ¢

But two are in chief — the beft heaven could fend —

A FrRIEND,and a HEART, which can relifh that friend :

That friend, whofe warm heart is fo much of your own,

That fometimes I think your dear fouls are but one!

So fenfible each, that you both feel too much,

Like the plant, which fhrinks back at the gentleft touch.

Oh both, in fuch dearth of fincerity, bleft,

‘To have found for each other fo focial a breaft!

Thrice happy in friendthip ! — which, while I admire,

Let me breathe the foft with, and indulge the defire;

*¢ Be my heart with your hearts in triple league ty’d;

4¢ And let death,— no, not death the fweet union di-
¢ vide.”

4 ® Written on a journey, in a carriage,

SACRED
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SACRED TO HUMANITY,

OW much one good, well-natur’d deed
Exhilarates the mind !
Sclf-love fhould prompt each huyman heart
To ftudy ®bé Kind !
Remembraice on a little a&t
Will always fyiling look, .
Which, though ’twas ufeful and humane,
Small coft and labour took.
With lov’d Mar1a by his fide,
As happy as a king,
Sce! chearful WiLL1aM fmiling ride,
To tafte the balmy fpring.
Befide earl T1LNEY’s park they rode,
Earl TiLxsv’s, grand and gay !
When lo! within the pales they fpy’d
A palmer, poor and gray!
‘Though aided by his oaken ftaff,
His feeble knees did bow :
Fatigue, and fad anxicty
Were painted on his brow !
Clofe by his fide his aged dame
Sollicitpufly trod :
‘While, lefs concern’d, their little boy
Came tripping o’er the fod ;
He, carelefs of the wilder'd way,
Which caus’d hjs parents’ woe,
- Whiftled, and play’d with fportive Tray,
For Tray muft with them go!
Bb

185
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Our travellers the aged fire
Difcern’d approaching foon;
When ftrait he doff’d his ruftic hat,
And ftrait he begg’d a boon :
¢« Wearied we are, and fors befted,
« In paths unknown we firay,
¢« For kindnefs, gentry, fet us right,
¢« And guide us in the way :
¢ Bewilderd in this park, we feek
¢« A paflage out in vain ;
¢ And ah! I faint: my feeble feet
¢« Will fcarce iny weight fuftain !
¢« Full many a painful mile we’ve pafs’d
¢ Since rofe the morning fun !
¢« And my poor dame, as well as I,
¢¢ Is now alme# fore-done.
«¢ To Eaftern-HAm our courfe we fleer,
¢¢ A daughter lov’d to fee ;
¢¢ But where we are, which way to go—e :
¢¢ Who kens fo ill as we{”
¢ Alas, old father, WiLsram cry’d,
¢¢ Indeed your courfe is wrong ;
¢ And cither way from out the park,
¢ You’ll find the journey long 1*
¢¢ Woe worth the day — what fhall we do?
¢ Then figh’d the ancient dame;
¢ For my poor hufband’s wearied quite,
¢¢ So long has he been lame!
¢ All winter laft, iri pain he liv’dy
¢ Nor work at all could he!
¢¢ Such fatal forrow wrought us both
+ ¢« His falling from a treel” :
“ WiLriam!
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¢ WirLiam! faid then Manra quick,
=—Full was her gliffening eye ;
¢ Can you not help thefe poor old folk ?
“ Do, think, my love, and try!”
¢ Comfort, faid WiLL1am, ancient pais,
¢ I comfort fee in Time ;
¢4 Juft by the topmott pales are broke,
 And o’er them you may climb!™
¢ Alas, for my old fiffen’d limbs,
¢ The aged man reply’d,
«¥ They cannot bend, I cannot climb,
* And 1 am lame befide !”’
"Then from his horfe did WirLiam leap,.
As nimbly as a deer;
< Come to the pales, I'll help you o’er,
“* Quoth he, good ancient pair!”
He took the old man'in his arms,
And with much fizength and mighg,
His helplefs fiff limbs. dragging drew
To t'other fide cutright.  *
The aged dame he alfo help’d,
Who fmooth’d her coats, and o’er
Was likewife dragg’d full decently,
As was her fpoufe before,
He gave the little boy his hand,
The fence who lightly fprung :
Nor Tray, poor Tray, unaided left ; —wm
Shall Tray be left, unfang !
Maria, with her wonted grace,
A welcome mite beftow’d ;
And Wirriam, with minuteft cate, |
Direfted them the road.
' Bb2
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So, forward fee the neat old pair
To Hau dire& their way,

With blefings loading their good friends,
Their friends as pleas’d as they.

GOOD
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GOOD KINGS HAPPY.

OW Providence, with tender care
Conciliates human things!
And makes felicity the fhare
Of fubjeéts, and of kings ! .
‘Thefe, plac’d in humble rank below, -
Commiferate-the great: '
And well can paint the heavy woe,
Which always follows ftate *
¢¢ They would not have a throne, they cry,
¢« AH thorny is a crown :
« ‘Thofe, who on flocks contented lie:
¢¢ Want not the coftly down!”*
Happy—>but furely much they err,—
As worthy kings can tell,
‘Who hve but favours to confer
©On {uch as merit well. /
That ftate is ccrtamly moft bleft, ’
" Where moft can be beftow’d : \/
‘Then who can doubt, a king’s the beft,
Whofe heart is great and good ?

POPU-
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P O P UL ARITVY
A THOUGHY FROM SHENSTONE.

ITH a cynical fneer, you inform me, kind fir,
= And vanity thence, and mpch weaknefs in-
fer,— -

¢ That I love Popularity!” ¢ Man, it is true : o
¢¢ You ftart at my franknefs~— but, pr'ythee don’t yen 2
¢« Be certain, ’tis planted, the Love in your breatl,
¢ Of the means t0 cngage, tho’, perhaps, not pofleft. .
¢ Youredden — I fmile~2 bat, your pardon, I ciy
¢« Allow me a queftion,. and make your reply;
¢¢ Find you not in your bofom a reigning defire,

{ « To be lov'd by all thofe you efteem and admire;

¢¢ To be lov’d e’en by all of yonr nature apd kind i~
¢¢ Yes fure!” — ¢¢ PorurariTY then is defin’d.

¢ What more than the love of being lov’d is in this 2
¢ And tell me, fir cynic; is that aught amifs 2

ON
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ON SEEING A SINGLE SWAN ON THE
BANKS OF THE AVON.

HOU art the only Swan I fee,
On filver Avon’s tide :
Sweet Avon, ever may thy fiream
In peaceful carrent glide !
For gentle Shakefpeare’s youthful feet,
Befide thee frolic rov’d —
Sweet Shakefpeare, Avon’s fingle {wan,
By every mufe belov’d.
Swim on, thou folitary fivan,
Sweet Shakefpeare’s emblem be,
Nor hope to find on Avon’s ftream,
A filver fwan like thee!
But Nature, with exulting pride,
‘ Affumes an higher tone;
«¢ No river boafts, I hear her fay;
s¢ A poet like my own.
¢¢ Yet, Avon, with his ruftic urn,
¢« Muft e’er moft favour’d be;
€< Feor, thence he drank, the eldeft child
¢¢ Of Fancy, and of me.

EQUA-
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“B Q U A L I T Y,

4

[y

" 7~ Uoth Thomas to William,  that Numfkull behold!
¢« How he lolls in his chariot, embellith’d with
gold!
¢ With his fleek courtly flaves in rich liveries behind :
¢ Ten thoufand a year, with fo fenfelefs a mind !
¢« How unequal the Deity things doth difpenfe !
¢« Such wealth to a wretch without feeling or fenfe!”
¢«¢ Hold, Thomas, faid William, too faft you proceed,
¢ You take but one fide of the queftion indeed :
¢¢. Suppofe me of power to fay to yourfelf,
«¢ Here, prefto, Sir Murmurer, change with that elf:
¢¢ Give to him, what I gave you, Refinement of Soul,
¢ Senfe, Feeling, Difcernment, Wit, Tafte, — quit the

whole :
¢¢ In an inftant, come take his ten thoufands, —vile
pence—

¢« Be him, fuch a dolt, without Feeling or Senfe.”"
You hefitate, Tom — ¢¢ My good friend, he reply’d,
s [ feel, I am wrong; . you have truth on your fide :
¢ The Deity, henceforth, I'll thank and revere —.
¢ A Mind is a balance for thoufands a year.”

PIOUS
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PIOUS MEMUORY

@CCASIONED BY' SEEING THE GRAVES DRESSED
WITH FLOWERS, AT BRECKNOCK IN WALESs

. Hither away, fair maid?” I cry’d,
As on old Hunpy’s® bank I lay;

When, pafling by me, I efpy’d

A modeft maid in neat array :
Upon her red, but well-turn’d arm,

A little. wicker-batket hung ;
‘With flow’ss of various hues replete,

And branches ever-green and young :
‘The fragrant bay, the mournful yew,

The cyprefs, and the box, were there ; .
‘The daify py’d, the violet blue,

The red pink, and the primrofe fair.
¢¢ And why that batket on your arm,

¢« With all thofe fragrant fweets fupply’d 2’
With blufhing look, and penfive air, '

And voice of meeknefs, foft fhe figh’d,
¢¢ To yonder church-yard do I hafte

¢« To drefs the grave where Henny fleeps ;
¢¢ No maid a truer lover bleft,

¢« No maid more faithful lover weeps.
¢¢ Stern death forbade us to unite,

¢¢ And cut him down with ruthlefs blow :
¢ And now I fpeed to deck his grave,

¢« As ’tis our weekly wont to do.”

@ A river, which runs by Brecknock.

Cc .The
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The melancholy cuftom pleas’d :

She left me wrapp’d in penfive thought ;
Jdeas, fad, but foothing, rofe,

When my flow fteps the church-yard fought.
There, kneeling o’er her Hexry’s grave,

Adorn’d with all her bafket’s ftore,
The rural maiden, fighing, hung,

Her eyes with tender tears ran o’er.
She rais’d thofe eyes, fo full of tears,

Which now and thea flole down her cheek;
And much to Heav’n fhe would have fpoke,

— But forrow would aot let her {peak.
Yet, though her thoughts could find no vent,

There 15; who reads each honeft mind:
And the true heart to u1m devote,

Shall ample fatisfaction find.
Then, gentle maiden! do not fear,

Again thy Hewx v thou fhalt meet:
Till then thy tender tatk purfue,

And ftrew thy greens and flowers fo fiveet.
And you, whom all around I fee,

The fame dear, mournful tafk employ :
Ye parents, children, hufbands, wives, .

The melancholy blifs enjoy !
Oh! ’tis delicious to maintain

Of friends deceas’d a due refpe&!

Then bring me flow’ret’s, bring me greens,

Strait thall my parents’ grave be deck’d;
And many a friend’s (whom faithful love

Still keeps alive within my breatt,)
Luxurioufly fad, I'll fee

With choiceft garlands weekly dreft.

g Come, -
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Come, then, the wicker-bafket bring,
Come, mMeumorY, and with me go!
Each lovely flow’r that breathes the fpring,
ArrzcTion’s gentie hand fhall firew :
A mellow tear of foothing woe
Shall o’er the graves fpoataneons fall 3
While Heav’n the heart’s fill with thall hear,
And to each other grant us all.

Cc ODE



,
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WRITTEN IN TME WALKS AT BRECKNOCK.

€0 DR. SQUIRE, LORD BISHOP OF ST\ PAVID'S.

e 'UDE romantic thades, and woods,

L Hanging walks and falling floods!

¢ Now, that guth with foaming pride

¢« Down the rough rock’s fteepy fide:

¢« Now, that o’er the pebbles play,

¢ Winding round your filver way :

¢¢ Mountains, that in dufky cloud,

¢« High your facred fummits fhroud;

¢¢ Whofe variegated fides adorn

¢ Fields, and flocks, and groves, and corn,

¢« And whited cots, befide the fteep,

¢¢ Where health and labour fweetly fleep 3

¢t Hail! pleafing fcenes!” Auynras cry’d,

As by old HunpY’s + gurgling fide,

In carelefs fort his limbs he laid,

‘The hoar hill hanging o’er his head.

His harp of ancient Britith found lay bys
He feiz’d it rapturous: o'er the ftrings
His fingers lightly fly,

While thus his voice refponfive fings :

1 See the foregoing poem, p. 193,
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IL

« From that teleftial orb, where, thron’d in light,
¢ Thou dwell’ft of powers angelic, firft and beft;
¢ Oh lovely gratitude! divinely bright,
« Defcend, in all thy glowing beauties drefs’d.
¢ Goddefs come, and oh! impart
¢« All thy ardors to my heart ;
¢« Tuie My harp, and touch my tongue,
¢ Give me melody and fong :
s¢ Softeft notes and numbers bring,
¢ *Tis PaLEMON, that I fing:
¢ GRATITUDE, exalt my lays,
¢ T'is my benefattor’s praife !

III.

% But where can or numbers, or notes,

¢¢ Safficiently pleafing be found,
¢ To exprefs the due fenfe of his worth,

¢ Who my life with fuch comforts hath crown’d?
¢ He mark’d the fmall flock which I fed,

*¢¢ And my diligence gave him delight ;

¢ Young thepherd, I’ll help you,’ he faid,

¢ And he plac’d me fill nearer his fight.
¢ Then he gave me fome fheep of my own,—

¢¢ Oh could 1 the charge but improve |
¢¢ *Twould thew, how I honour’d his gift,—

¢ And would I could merit his love!

4 But
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¢ But fooner this brook at my feet
¢¢ Shall ceafe in foft murmurs to flow;
¢¢ Thefe mountains fhall fooner fink down
¢ To a plain with the vallies below ;
¢ Than maute to his praifes, my tongue
¢ Shall ceafe his lov’d name to refound ;
« Or my heart to his favours, fo priz’d,
¢« Be ever infenfible found.

¢« Oh! may the GREAT SHEPHERD Of all
¢« His life with rich bleflings increafe ;
¢« And fweetly encompafs him round
¢ With plenty, with health, and with peace.
¢¢ On all that partake of his board,
¢t Be happinefs largely beftow’d ;
<« His wife, be ftill loving and kind;
« His children fill lovely and good !
¢t And—pafs’d his bencvolent days
¢« *Midft elegant labours of love !
¢« Oh late, ye good angels, his foul '
¢ To the feats of the bleffed remove!”’

Thus AMyNTAS fung pleas’d to his harp,
With Brecon’s white walls in his view ¢
Many poets much fweeter you'll find ;
No poet more honeft and true.

May, 1764.

GRA-
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GRATITUDE. AN ODE.

OCCASIONED BY THE SIGHT OF AN OLD MAN AND
WOMAN PASSING BY ON FOOT UP A STEEP HILL,
IN A VERY HOT DAY, AS THE AVTHOR WAS
TRAVELLING IN AN EASY VEHICLE INTO KENT.

L -

Wake, awake, the grateful lyre,
With rapture touch each tuneful ftring ;
SPITIT OF LOVE, my voice infpire,
And aid me while the Saviour’s praife I fing.

Blefled MasTER, whence to me
All this rich benignity !
Call’d from nothing, form’d from earth,
Thine my being, Thine my birth ;
What had I, alas! to claim ?
Freely all thy boanties came!
If I wonder, why more free
Flow thofe bouaties, Lord, to me,
Than to thoufand’ fons of duft,
Who prefer a claim as juft ?
Al zefearches fruitlefs prove;
~—'Tis the LorD, and it is Love,

——T— T

1I.
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1L

Ah me! Behold yon’ brother toil
Up that fandy hill’s high length,
With fecble fteps and flow ; the while
The thirfty fun-beams drink up all his &reagti!
And his back a burden bears,
And his head is white with cares;
On his cheek fits want, all-pale,
And his languid eye-balls fail ;
Labour, penury, and he
Hand in hand, a woeful three?
Tottering on ber fiaff behind,
~Weak in body, fad in mind,
Lo—up fhe drags her weary frame,
His long-approv'd induftrious dame ;
Sighing oft as on fhe goes,
Revolving all her long life’s woes

1IL

Tell me, oh tell, ye aged pair,
As my flaunting wheels whirl by,
Can ye behold me, feated here
With other than a difcontented eye ?~—
I marvel not ; and, gracious heav’m,
If aught, fure this may be forgiv'n.
How they labour! while I ride,

Dear affettion by my fide.
Full
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Full health mantling in my eye,
Gladnefs, peace, vivacity!

Soothing friendthip gives her balm ;
Soft content her happy calm :

¢ Plenty wears me st her breaft,”

¢¢ Pleafure lulls my foul to reft.”
Every hope and fear flows even,

From their fource, firm faith in heav’n!

1v.

Tarice Hovy l~ewwhence fuch love to me!
Thefe, thefe are thine, as well as §: ) N
My fellow:cliftian, dear &0 Thee — N
For,—ah! for them Thou did’ft not fcorn to die !
Let me then theé thought improve
Into Gratitude and Love :
Come, asid make my heart Thy homie,
Hunmanity, bright cherub, come;
And my inmott foul imprefs
Witk fynipathetic tendemefs : ¢
Time prolong but to beftow | ey
Balm to every brother’s woe: ‘)("
Love I afk— may Love be giv’n;
Gobp is Love, —and Love is heav’n!

Ave. 176¢c. -

Dd VERSES
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OCCASIONED BY A PRESENRT OF A MO3SS ROSE-BUD,
FROM MIS83 JACKSON OF SQOUTHGATE.

L

HE flighteft of favours beftow’d by the fair
With rapture we take, and with tranfport we wear;
But a MOss-WOVEN ROsE-BUD, ELizA, from thee,
A well-pleafing gift to a2 monarch would be »
——Ah! that illnefs, too cruel, forbidding fhould fand,
And refufe me the gift from thine own lovely hand !

IL

With joy T receive it, with pleafure will wew,
Reminded of thee by its odour and hue;
¢ Sweet rofc! let me tell thee, tho’ charming thy bloom,
<« Tho’ thy fragrance exceeds Saba’s rickeft perfume;
¢ Thy breath to EL1za’s hath no fragrance in’t ;
¢¢ And thy bloom is but dull to her cheek’s bluthing tint.

1L

¢ Yet alas! my fair flower, that bloom will decay,
¢ And all thy fine beauties foon wither away ;
¢¢ Though pluck’d by ner hand, to whofe touch thou
“ muft own,
¢ Harfh and rough is the cygnet’s moft delicate down :
. . €6 Thou
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¢ Thou too, fnowy hand ; — nay, I meannot to preach;
¢¢ But the rR0sE, lovely moralift! fuffer to teach.”

1v.

¢ Extol not, fond maiden, thy beauties o’er mine,
¢ They too are fhort-liv’d, and they too muft decline;
¢ And fmall in conclufion, the difference appears
¢« Inthe bloom of few days, or the bloom of few years!
¢¢ But remember a virtue, the rosz hath to boatt,

¢¢ ——Its Fragrance remains, when its Beauties are loft.”

Dd:






MORAL PASTORALS.

THE SON.

THE GOOD OLD WOMAN.
THE SERVANT.

THE MOTHER.

THE HUSBAND AND WIFE,
THE BENEVOLENT MAN.

Aimable en fon air, ma‘s humble dans fon fiyle,
Doit éclater fans pompe une élégante idylle,
Son tour fimple et naif n’ a rien de fattueux,
Et n’aime point I'erguéil d’un vers préfomptueux,
Il faut que fa doceur flate, chatouille, éveille :

" Et jamais de grands mots n’épouvante 1'oreille.

Boirxav de I'Art Poctique, Chant, fecond.
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~ Ome time fince a learned correfpondent abroad wrote
me word, that GESNER had juft publithed fome
PastoraL or Rurar Porms, upon a plan cntnely
new; which, he heard (for my friend had not read
them) were of a moral nature; each poem enforcing
fome virtue, and all of them inculcating, from rural
incidents, the whole focial fyftem. I was extremely
pleafed with the information, and very impatient to fee
the poems, which I ordered immediately, expeting high
entertainment : for fond as I have always been of Pafto-
ral Poetry, it has long appeared to me, that the fubject
has been exhaufted, upon the common plan; and that
nothing new can be added, after the great mafters;
who have excelled fo much ; lavithing all the graces
of poetry upon every rural idea proper for the ufual kind
of paftoral fong. There is a time too, I fuppofe, with
us all, when the contentions of Darunis and Cory-
pon concernming the perfedtions and beauties of their

_ miftrefles, become lefs important ; and furely it is to

be withed that other topics, than thofe of love and
fong, might employ thespaftoral reed. -
Full of thefe ideas, I'received GESN.ER’s poems.
They are before the public, and in our own language:
the readers of them, therefore, will eafily imagine that
my difappointment was great: for, though there are
many pleafing moral allufions in them, yet the gene-
rality of them, it muft be confefled, are puerile; or at
leaft they come not up, either to the charalter my
friend had given, or to the idea I had formed. GESNER
feems to think, that, for paftoral fccnes, we muft ne-
ceflarily
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ceffarily recur to the. golden age:! I cannot help dif-
agreeing intirely with him in this refpe® : THuzocri-
xvus, Vinoir, and Seaxnser, all'excellent in this kind
of poetry, recurred nat to the golden age.——But al~
lowing this to be indifpenfably.requifice in paftoral
poetry, no modern, certainly, thosld attempt it: for
there is 2 peculiar difguft arifing in the mind, on pe-
rufing the compofition of a modern, in which perpetnal
allufion is made to that heathen fyflem, which we know
the modern utterly explodes : we cannot bear to read
of Jupiters, Junos, Pans, Fauns, Dryads, and Meta-
morphofes in a GESNER. Ina Tuzocritus ora
VirciL they do well : the faith and enthufiafim of the -
writers give a fan&ion to their fyfiem ; and we cam
sead, without offence, what we know was the creed of
their times.

But I mean not to enter on a large difcuflion of thu
topic ; ‘it has been abundantly confidered already.
Puirrirs’s, Gav’s,and Porr’s pafiorals called forth the
attention of the literati to this matter; and they whe
woold fee more on the head, may.confult the papers
and diflestations, which appeared at that period, and
on that occafion *. )

I am only concerned to lay before the reader a fhort
. hiftory of what gave rife to the poems, which at
prefent offer themfelves for his entertainment. — Dif-
fatisfied with GESNER, and having my thoughts
turned ¢o the fubje& of paftoral poetry, by means of
his book, I fat down to amufe myfelf during an agree.

® Let me refer particularly to Mr. Johnfon on this Subje&.
R@u_nl-!; No. xxzvi, &c,
able
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ablé rfecefs, and a few leifure hours, with writing fome
paftorals on the plan, which I conceived GESNER
had purfued ; and which, if he had purfued, he wouyld
utterly have precluded any attempt of mine. I formed
my plans, as much from nsture and real charaQers as
I could : and feveral incidents in rural life helped me,
during my ftay in the ifland of TuaneT ®. Laft fume
mer I finithed four of the-paftorals; which feveral of
my friends approving, at their perfuafion I finithed the
other two, during the fame agreeable recefs this year 4 :
and muft freely acknowledge, that from the ideas,
which they neceflarily called forth, I received great
fatisfaltion, and had no fmall pleafure in the compofi-
tion. What GESNER fays of himfelf, I can in a great
mealure adopt ¢ ¢ The following poems are the pro-
duce of fome of the moft delightful moments of my
life: what fituation indeed can be more delightful
than that in which our paflions are becalmed, and
the adive imagination, tranfports us, from the groffer

® The incident of the CRADLE, mentioned at the beginning of
the fourth paftoral, Tux Mo-ruin 3 and the circumftance of the
Quarrel at the beginning of the fifth paftoral, Tz Hussaxp ann
Wirz, were real. The charater of the Good Shepherd, is drawn
from a perfon in that rank of life in Northamptonthire, in whofs
converfation, in the ficlds, the Author hath frequently had great plea~
fure, and whofe praife is beyond all that the paftoral fpeaks of him.
In drawing the piGure of Tux BanxvorENT MAN, I am pleafed to
fay, that I have fallen fhort of my amiable original: and My
Goop op WomaN will pardon me, if | have aot done her the ju-
fice fhe deferves,
+ 1763,

Fe fcenes
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foends of this iron age, to thofe of an age of gold e
Every tefttiption of the tharms of tranquillity and
hippy repéfe, cannot fhil to give pleafure to well-
tuned minds 3 thofe foenes which poetry borrows from
real nature, pleafing w by fo much the more, as
they feein to béar fome refemblance to thofe fitua<
tions in Whith we are the mok happy. I fometimes
leave the bufy world in difguft, and feek relief in
the charms of rural folitude: there the furrounding
beauties of nature foon divert the difagreeable fenfa-
tions I brought with me. Hnruptured by the variegated
profpeQs, and infpited with a -thoufand agreeable fen-
timents; I think myfelf a5 happy as a fhepherd in the -
golden age, and as ¢ich as a king.”

My application to bufinéfs, during the wiater, go-
nerally obliges me, for che recrufting my health and
fpirits, to retire for a litde time in fummer from all
émployment; ind during that period, and that period
only, I converfe with the Muse, with whom, at othes
times, feverer and better occupations forbid me any
‘rr‘refpondeﬁcc. This vccafional vifit, therefore, may,

hope, well be pirdored; and if the prefent perfos-
fan@és; the confequence of fuch a vifi, contain no-
thing but what may ferve the taufe of virtue, the moft
tighd, I may reafonably expet, will not be offended ar
them. - IF all the graces and excellencies of poetry are
not found in them, let the candid remember, that the
suthor prefomes not to affect that high chara&ter: —
a Port is a rare prodution ; and amongft the number
of rhymers and writers, a genuine fon of the Mufes is
but feldom to be found: a SHAKESPEARE, aSPENSER,

a MiLTon, are the comets of an age.
' : MORAL




MORAL PASTORALS,

-0 PASTORAL THB FIRST.

‘T H E 5 0 N

THENQT, COLINET,

Hers $anun’s verdant plain extends aronnd,
Like the vaft world of wators, without bound; -
A turf-built cot, fee! TurNoT’s labour form,
To guard from fummer’s fun, and winter’s fiorm ;
8Safe fhelter’d there, on ruflic pipe he plays,
The while his maftar’s flock fecurely firays:
A larger flock to feld no msfter leads,
Nor any flock more careful fhephard foeds.
One fummer’s day, young ColineT, to fhan
The ' melting forvor of the mid-day fun,
In THENOT’s vooly hut refrefhiment fought 5 A
And Tuexor's heart, with gnilefs friendfhip franghts "
Welcom’d, while room remain’d, each fwsin with glee,
No fnarling cur in lonely manges, he!
- Scarce, on the grafly foat, reclin’d, his gueft
The hut’s reviving coal began to taite,
Ere TuenoT cried (for what engrofles thonght
By natural inftin& to the tongus is brought)
¢ Oh CorLingT,~~laft night | —~But you was there,
¢¢ At the fad fcene, where clos’d my mafter's care,
¢¢ To earth-cold bed his aged father giv’n,
s Wllom his dear love had kept fo long from heav’n.’
Eez COLINET,
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COLINET.

Yes, Trenor, I was there——and, fhepherd, fay
Who of the neighbouring hamlets was away?
Nor—tho’ I wifh’d within my penfive breaft
To be young PaLamox, fo good and bleft,—
Could I refrain from oft-repeated fighs, ’

Or flop the tears faft trickling from my eyes!

©Oh, happy fon!—what different fates we prove !
T’m forc’d, my TrewoT from a father’s love ;
Far from his dear embrace compell’d to roam

In quett of daily bread, deny’d at home!

THENOT. )

Let not that grieve you, fhepherd —well you know
What mighty things from fmall beginnings flow :
Once, like ourfelves, the mafter, whom we love,

His fleecy charge to field for others drove ;

Poor was his fire, and ¢ He was forc’d to roam,
¢ Like us, in fearch of daily bread from home :”
But, faithful to his truft, he rofe to fame,

‘Which kindly to the ’squirz convey’d his name.
Induftrious fhepherds he delights to aid,

And foon his tenant our young mafter made.

Scarce was he fix’d —-with true affe&tion fraughe,
Ere his old parents from the dale he brought :

Like that young fhepherd, Scripture’s book commends,
Who calP’d from Canaan all his houfe and friends :
And like that fhepherd, he by heav'n is crown’d,

His crops are plenteous, and his flocks abound.

COLINKET.
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COLINET.

No wonder, Teewor: the commandment fays
‘Who love their parents, fhall have happy days :
And well the minifter obferv’d laft night,

That God in duteous children takes delight ;
And feldom fuffers them on earth to prove
‘Want of his favour and paternal love.

THENOT.

Is not our Paramon, a proof, good fwain ?
See thofe brave fheep, that cover all the plain!
How white their flecces, —and what fturdy lambs
Skip by the fides of their twin-bearing dams:
Look to his herds, what cows fuch udders bear e
And can you match with his the fattening feer ?
See with what ftacks his ample yard is crown’d ;
Hark, how his barns with conftant flails refound!
Peace in his hoafe hath fix’d her dear abode ;

His wife is loving, and his children good.

On all he hath, methinks I read impret,

¢¢ Thus is the man, who loves. his parents, bleft!”
~—Told I you, Shepherd, how I heard one day,
(As by the green-wood fide I chanc’d to ftray)

His filial bleflings on his fleeping fire ?

~—Oh how his goodnefs did my bofom fire!

COLINET,

Come, let me hear: and I in turn can tell
Something, will pleafe my TuexoT full as well.

THENOT,
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THENOT.

Returning home one eve, his fire he found - - -
Beneath an oak reclin’d, in fleep profound : S
‘The green-fward anly was his humble bed, Cs
His hand-the pillow for his hoary head.

With arms acrofs, the fon attentive food,

Now, with fix’d eyes his darling father view’d s

Now rais’d thofe eyes to Him, who rules above,

Big with rich tears of gratitude and love! -

¢« Oh thou, faid he, next heav’n rever’d and bleft,

s Sweet is thy flumber — fiweet the good man’s ret{°

¢ Thy tottering footfteps hither bent their way,

¢ In prayer to fpend the fill decline of day! =

¢ And I, thrice happy, in thofe pray’rs have fhar'd,’

¢ Prayers, which all-bounteous heav’n hath ever heard!

¢ Elfe wherefore thus my farm fecurely ftands ?

¢« Whenceelfe thofe fertile crops,which crown mylanda?”
¢ When, leaning on my arm, with feeble feet -

¢ Late pafs’d my fire to fhare th’ enlivening heat,

¢ And view the profpe&, which the mid-day yields, :

¢ Of refting flocks, rich fruits, and fertile fields,

¢ Grown grey in peace on thefe lov’d plains, he cry ’dy

¢ May peace for ever on thefe plains refide,

¢ Soon o’er far happier plains ordain’d to rove,

¢ Oh, bleft, for ever bleft be thefe I love I’

¢ And muft I then that hour afli&ted view ?
s¢ And bid thee, father, beft of friends, adieu!
¢ Mutt I { foon ? ~~ But in remembrance dear,
¢ O’er thy belov’d remains a tomb I'll rear;
¢ And ever yearly at thy fhrine will pay

¢ Due facred honouss each returning day ;
R . s« '
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«¢ I’1] ftrew my-father’s grave with flow’rs around,

<< And from defilement guard the hallow’d ground;

<¢ And — which I know will pleafe his fpiri¢ beft,

«¢ Take each occafion to relieve th’ oppreft, }

<< 'Fg footh the {ad, and make the wretched bleft.”
He paus'd,~—and while the tears fpontaneous ran, .

"With fteady gaze, he view’d the good old man:

<< How at his eafe he-fle¢ps «—what placid grace

« Irradiates fofc his venerable face !

<¢ Doubtlefs his virtuous deeds employ his deemmis :

¢ Q’er all his countenance fuch goodnefs beams !

¢ Such peace ferene fits thron’d upon his brow:

¢¢ Oh, blefling piety !—oh blelt man thou !

¢¢ —But let we wake thee, let fome dire difeafe

¢¢ Spring from this falling dew, and evening breeze.”
Then, flooping down, his cheek he gently preft,

His much lov'd fire to raife from dangerous reft :

Blefling his fon, the much Jov’d fire arofe,

To find at home.le(s hazardous repofe *.
Now, CoLineT, in turn, if able, tell

Something you think will pleafe me full as well.

COLINET.
Not long ago, as happening to pafs by,
I faw him—and a tear o’ercharg’d my eye : ——
Slow lead his weak old fire to fhare the fun;
‘Whom, having feated, with muth fpeed he run,

® The author whint no merit from thic pallage, byt that of |
a mere verfifier: the .thought being wholly taken from one of
G ESNER’s rural postas, tall’d Mravicyis,

And
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And from the houfe a bowl capacious brought
With warm refrefhment for his father fraught 2
With tender care he gave the genial bowl,

While every gefture fpoke his filial foul.

«¢ Bleft fon, bleft father!” faid-I, fad, and figh’d ;
And full of thought, acrofs the meadow hied.

THBNOT.

You bring that famous daughter to my thought,
Who her old father — (as the fermon taught)
So long with milk from her own bofom fed,
At dungeons dauntlefs, nor by death difmay’d *.
And thus affetionate, if right, I ween
In fuch a cafe our mafter would have been.

COLINET.
Joy to his life = but joy will fure attend 5
A friend his confcience; and high heav’n a friend :
His fons fhall blefs him, and his grandfons prove
Zealous to copy and repay his love !

® At the bottom of the print of the Roman Daughter are in-
fcribed thefe lines:
Hinc pater, hine natus: charitas me impellit utrinque,
Sed prius hanc fervo, gignere quem nequeo,

ENGLISHED.
My child and father vital nurture crave,
Parental, filial, fondnefs both would fave 3
But if, 2 nurfling, only one can live,
1 choofe to fave that life I canaot gives |

o Like
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‘Like fome majeftic codar fhall he faad,

His namecrous branches fpreading o’cr the haad.
And, och! might CoLixzT but hope to trace
His bleft cxample, though with diffant pace ;
Might he bat hope his fire again to fee,

And tend his wants, good Paramox, Like thee !
Baut, filly fhepherd-boy, thy with how vain—
Who fcarce can’tt food and farry raimest gain !

THENOT.
Grieve not for that, young fwain; tbeGon.wh&
ways
Are wife and woaderous, by firange means can raife :
Bear but an honeft heart, and do thy betl,
And to the fovereign fhepherd leave the reft!
I too could wifh, perchance, and make complaint ;
~——Bat there’s no jewel, CoLix, like conteat.

Thus gratefol Taexor fong his mafler’s fame —
When Tryrsis to the hat with Cuppy came :
Lads, fkill’d in finging both : they took their feat,
And chear’d the fhepherds with their ditties fweet.

Ff PASTORAL
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PASTORAL THE BECOKD.

THE GOOD OLD WOMAN.

SUSAN, LYCY.

HE fun declin’d ; and ruddy milk-maids found *
Their evening notice rural EsuEr round,

Beating their cleanly pails, to field they go,
And well the pleafing fign their partners know :
Oft at the ftile they wait, and clank the pail ;
And faithful fhepherds ne’er are known to fail.

It chanc’d one evening Susax of the dell,
Susan mid’ft Esuer’s maids who bore the bell,
Latet then ufual, by fome chance delay’d,
Tripp’d it alone to milking o’er the mend :
Rare hap — fince, anxious, every hepherd frove
To watk with Susax, and engage her love :
For the ‘fuir features of her modeft face,
Her dhape and fkin were but her meaneft grace;
Though face more fair ne’er gladden’d thepherd’s fight,
A fhape more taper, or a fkin more white :
But, more attralting far, the maid pofleft —
A heart {o tender in her gentle breaft,
So fweet her manners, and fo free from guile,
Such foft good-nature fpoke in every fmile,

® It is a common cuftom, in many country villages, for the
milk-maids, when they go a milking, to fummon their compa-
nions, by beating a kind of tat-too on_their pails with their fkim-

ming-difhes,
Sa.
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So much fhe fought to comfost, pleafe and aid,
‘That old and young alike eficem’d the maid.

And cver, as fhe fmiling pafs’d along,

‘This was the language of each heart and tongue 3
<< Be bleft, dear Susan! may our village fee

<< Another Goop oLp womax live in thee !

For through the village was her grand-dame known
More by this appellation, than her own ;

By all, with reverence lov’d : and happy Suz
Each truth important from her leflons drew.

As to the brook fhe came, which murmaring leads
Its winding current through the frefhen’d meads,
Juft on the bridge fhe Lucy met—whofe care
Her eye and cheek too fpeakingly declare!

For haplefs Lucy, with fad forrow firove
To banith from her heart a worthlefs love.

¢« Ah Lucy, Susaw cried, confefs the truth ;
<¢ Knit you thofe flockings for fame favourite youth ?
—— For then did Lucy’s careful hands compofs
From the beft yarn, a pair of milk-white hofe.

LUCY,

No, Susan! no, let happier girls approve
By pleafing gifts their well-accepted love :
Your Lucy no fuch gentle lot enjoys ;
Her hands not Lovs, but GraTirTUDs employs.

SUSAN.

Oh fweet employ! for what can make us bleft,
Like the good feelings of the grateful breaft ?
Love has its joys,~—and, Lucy, it has pains;
But Love, with Gratitude triumphant reigns.
Ffz2 Your
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Your work is neat —— the yarn, ftrong, White and
clean: m= '
But fay, for whom do you this prefent mean 2

LUCY.

For her, whofe kind advice and tender care
Preferv'd me from deftruQion’s artful fnare;
From that vile fhepherd, who, infidious,’ftrove
Wedded to win me to a wedded love!
Ah, hard of hearty and cruel to deceive ;
And fimple I, fo quickly to believe !
You know the tale—and therefore can divine
For whom this little tribute I defign —
By far too mean :—a better could I give,
A better far, you know, fhe fhould receive.
But fooner fhall this river backward run,’
And fooner where he fets, fhall rife the fun;
Sooner thefe fheep fhall change their wool for hair,
And thofe fweet lambs, like wolves, their mothers tear;
Than ever Lucy’s heart forgetful prove
Of all our Goop 0LD woMAN’s care and love!

SUSAN.

" You cannot wonder, Lucy, that I hear,
With joy, the praifes of a friend fo dear :
—But truth it is, fhe lives on every tongue,
Alike the fav’rite of the old and young.

LucCy.
What marvel, Susan, that the old revere
Wifdom, which dignifies the hoary hair?
. Goodnefs
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Goodnefs unfeign’d, which vice itfelf might charm,
And piety, which coldeft hearts would warm.
‘What marvel, that the young admiring fee
Youth’s fweetnefs, mix’d with age’s gravity ?
Such tender care their pleafures to encreafe 3
‘Pleafures compleat of innocence and peace:
Such anxious zeal, thofe dangerous paths to fhow,
Which, feeming lovely, lead to certain woe! -

SUSAN:

Remembers not my Lucy well the day

When you all chofe me lady of the May;

How to our fports the came, with fmiling face,

And, pleas’d to view our paftime, took her place ? —
Her prefence joy diffus’d : the fhepherds ftrove

Who moft fhould win her notice and her love

The maidens danc’d with rapture in her fight ;

To gain her notice was to gain delight :

-How high our mirth! and yet how decent all ! —
Not one foul word ev’n CorNisu Neb let fall !
What pow’r has genuine goodnefs ! —and you know,
When from the gladfome plain fhe rofe to go,

All round her came, and thanks and bleflings fhed,
Innumerous, on her ancient pious head :

While thus fhe, tenderly, herfelf exprefs’d,

¢¢ Children, farewell :. be innocent and bleft

LUCY.,
In age, how rarely, Susan, do we find
Thefe pleafing qualities fo fweetly join’d!
‘Too oft morofenefs dwells with wrinkled care, -
Envying thofe pleafures.it.no more can fhare ;
Old
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Old Morsa fhews it, —whofe ill-boding tongue
For ever croaks, that all we do is wrong —
Malevolent and harfh, you hear her praife

Times which are paft, and cenfure prefent days.
~— Ah howanlike!—No fentiments fevere

From your good grand-dame on the age we hear:
Unlefs perchance fome folly to explode,

To guard from vice, or to inculcate good,

Tales of paft times fhe tells; which old and young,
Attentive hear, nor ever think too long.
~—Well— Let me own, that nothing can engage
My heart and love, like wife and chearful age!

SUSAN.

Then, then for ever in my Lucy’s heart
Muft my lov’d mother claim an ample part §
Her wifdom all the hamlets round confefs ;
Your own experience, Lucy, fpeaks no lefs:
Nay, figh not, maiden, but rejoice to think
Her counfel fav'd you from deftrution’s brink :
Learn chearfulnefs from her; and learn the way
By which ferene fhe regulates each day.

To Gob her firft, her earlieft duty giv'n,
Each hour glides an, dependent upon heav’n:
Each focial office happily difcharg’d,

To all the world her heart humane enlarg’d,
She lives to blefs, — far as her pow’r extends,
The beft of Chriftians, and the firft of friends.

LUCY.

Yes, Susan, yes, I know how fhe imparts

‘The balm of comfort to affli&ed hearts :
I know
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I know with what delight fhe brings relief

To beds of ficknefs, and the houfe of grief :
‘When late the rot confum’d our flocks around,
‘When juft beforé the murrain fpread the ground
With carcafes of cattle— ftrangely dead !

And ev’ry farmer hung his drooping head :
Kemember, how from houfe to houfe the went,
Confoling all, and minift’ring content :
That—to the ftroke of Providence refign’d,

A murmurer *mongft us it was hard to find !

Ah bleft good woman ! —and for private deeds,
How much her merit all our praife exceeds!

I faw her enter yefterday the door,

Where lies unhappy Loszin, fick, and poor:
My heart rejoic’d — if envious I could be, /
Susan, of girls I moft fhould envy thee!

SUSAN,

Much am I bleft, my Lucy : may I prove
Worthy the dear example which I love!
With fteps, howe’er unequal, may I tread
The peaceful paths, where fhe delights to lead !
And if—But thepherds flatter,—and to me
They’ve learn’d, no flattery can fo welcome be——
Yet if my PErsoN any femblance bears,
Oh may my minD and pEEDS refemble hers!
But, on this theme, forget I time and place,
And fee, the evening fun declines apace :
She’ll think me long:—I muft to field away ——

LUCY.

Let me not caufe her pain, or urge your ftay,
Tho’ more, much more, methinks I had to fay.
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Buat with my prefent I'll to-morrow come,

>Twill then be finifh’d ; and you’ll be at home ?
Our converfation o we may renew ——

Your hand, dear Susan~— bett of girls — adieu!

God blefs my deareft Lucv, Susan.cry’d ;
Then, {miling, crofs’d the bridge, and field-ward hy’d.

RASTORAL




POEMS 225

PASTORAL THE THIRD. - .

THE SERTVANT

LOBBIN. PERIGOT.

H PericoT, my lad,~=why ftand you here?

Thus leaning on your crook, and full of care,
Come doff your doublet, take your beft array,
Make hafte, and fhare the paftime of the day.

PERIGOT.

See, LosriN, what 2 numerous flock I keep;
And fee, how much the flies torment the fheep :
They gad about fo much, that Tray and I
Have work enough all day to keep them nigh:
And almoft every minute, as you view, —

Look there——a plague on that old black-fac’d ewe,

She always leads them wrong : = hark — fetch ’em,
Tray:

I cannot keep them from the wheat away.

Oh that the time of harveft were but come,

Then might I fit at eafe, and fee them roam !

LOBBIN.

Phoh ! Shepherd, never mind, they do no harm;
Or corn or grafs, ’tis all your mafter’s farm.
What matters which they eat—or how they’re fed ?
Come, come, let’s haften to Duke WirLrLiam’s head :
Befides the hat at nine-pins, all who choofe
May run in facks, boy—for a pair of fhoes, .
Gg New,
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New, neat’s-fkin, and well-nail’d, — but, better ftill,
. |Our Surry Dick has challeng’d KenTisu WiLL
Yo | To try a bout at fingle-fick, they fay ;
' Then, Per1coT,~—what lad would be away ?

PERIGOT.

‘That lad am I; - for tho’—as you can tell

At nine-pins few could PerzcoT excel : .

Tho* well I lov’d our village fports to fhare,

The firft, in merriment, at wake or fair ;

My duty, Loe»ixn, now I better know,

Than to forfake my charge, and idling go

At every call, without my mafter’s leave,

Wafting the moments I can ne’er retrieve ;

And bringing home at night— the fpend-thrift’s part,
A muddled head, and difcontented heart.

LOBBIN,

Rare maxims truly! and where got you thefe ?
Preach to your fheep, my boy, and talk to trees!
Our fhepherd lads will only laugh to hear
~— A mafter’s interefts to our fports prefer! ——
That will not Losaix, ever: for I trow
They to our fports fuch preference will not thew.
Then be they pleas’d or not, I’l have my day :
For if one will not do, another may.

PERIGOT.

Rare maxims too! but know an honeft fwain
Hears and rejedts fuch maxims with difdain !
Remember, lad, a faying of your own,
¢ No mofs is gather’d by a rolling ftone :”
So
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So once you told me, with a piteous face,

When, wand’ring np and.down, from place to place,
Your purfe was empty, and your cloaths were naught,
And your vain heart was humble, as it onght.

Now, fince at ArcoL’s board you live fo well,

Your naughty heart again begins to fwell.

Bug, fwain, be careful, or too fure you’ll find,

You fow the billows, and will reap the wind !

LOBBIN

Something I reap——for on my back I bear.
Cloaths, full as good as thou didft ever wear :
My hat’s as fine, my flockings are not warfe,
And here, here’s money, grey-beard, in this purfe!
So ceafe your faws :«—To-day’s delights I'll fhare;
The doubtful morrow for itfelf may care !

PERIGOT.

Ah filly fwain, —and to the future blind,
Sure fome black pemon hath poffefs’d your mind !
For grant——tho’ Loszin, I have doubts and fears, we=
Your honeft hire in that fame purfe appears :
Yet what you boatt is all that you poffefs;
And how you long to make that lictle lefs ¢
But think, my friend, from fervice if difmift,
Where will you live, and how will you fubfik? -
Will the old landlord at yon famé Duxe’s Heabv, -
Who courts your money now, then give you bread #
No, no, be fure, he’ll turn you from his door,
When once he finds you pennylefs and poor. -
Or, if by ficknefs to your bed confi’d, -
What fecret anguith will opprefs your mind, "

Gg:z To
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To view no hofpitable mafter nigh, -

No gentle miftrefs with a pitying eye,

Anxious their good domeftic to reftore,

Repaying thus each fervice o’er and o’er.

Oh pleafing ftate ! — how different thine, to moan
Sick, faint, and poor, negle&ted and alone.

LOBBIN,

No fancy’d ills, impoffible and vain,

Difturb my peace, or give 2 moment’s pain :

We fhall catch larks, my lad, when fall the fkies ;
So fave your breath, nor be fo wondrous wife :
For, think not, friend, to teach mr what to do;

I cam both read and write as well as you.

1

PERIGOT.

So much the worfe ; — the pow’r without the will
But makes your guilt and folly greater ftill :
For read you ne’ér fo well, you never look,
I know it, Loss1n, in that sHoLY BOOK,
Which brings fuch blefled tidings to our ears,
So warms our hopes, and diffipates our fears !
Where we are taught, that, provident o’er all,
Rules the dread Sov’reign of the fubje ball,
A general father ; whofe impartial care
Alike the mafter and the fervant thare: -
Their lots, tho’ different here, the fame their fate
In the high manfions of a future flate ; ;
If firm fidelity they learn to fhow
In all the duties of their place below.
Chear'd by this thought, no labours feem fevese
. Thro’ the long watchings of the toilfome year :
- Led
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Ised by this hope, I live, with conftant eye
To Him my mighty mafter in the fky:
And humbly ftill endeavour to approve
By faithfulnefs on earth, my heav’nly love.

Thus pafs I, like a pilgrim, on my way, \
Hoping for better things fome future day:
Like thofe bleft fhepherds, who in tents abode,
Strangers on earth, but denizens with Gop 3
Who now rejoice, their faith’s high end ateain’d,
‘With Hiwm, who not the fhepherd’s name difdain’d,
Him, who his chofen flock not only fed,
But for that'lock—oh gracious Shepherd —bled !

LOBBIN,

Why Pericor; my lad, thy flock forfake,
And like the cobler D1ck, to preaching take ;
Get a joint flool, like his: thou’lt drive a trade,
Nor him alone, bat thou wilt much exceed
The bawling parfon, who, the other day,
So long on ourwind-mill did fing and preach and pray} -
There thou haft leamt this gravity,. I trow, }

" And rather after him would’ft, groaning, go,

Than fhare the paftimes at the houfe below.

PERIGOT.
Spare your vain jibes, for, fhepherd, be it known,
I gad not after preachers up and down :
Nor time have I, nor need, —content to hear,
Two fermons-every Sabbath thro’ the year :
And our good. vicar — But why tell it thee,

Who’d’ft rather fleep, than at a fermon be ?
~—~Well,
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— Well, well, laugh on:-—but they who ‘'win fhonild’
jett;

And fure I am, that Perigor is bleft

Far beyond Losai1x in his prefent flate.

In future hopes the difference how great !

— My mafter’s love by confidence is fhown,

And all his interefts thas become nty own:

One of his houthold, his delights I fhare ;

And feel his pleafure, as I feel his care.

Dear are his children ; dearer ftill they prove,

As I experience their unartful love.:

And dearer yet they grow, when pleas’d I find

Their gentle mother to my wants fo kind.

Conne&ted thus, I a& a focial part,

And live a life quite fuited to my heart !

No folitary elf,—and here I truft

At length to mingle with my native duft ¢

Rejoic’d if, like PerrucHio ®, who of late

" In his good mafter’s houfe refign’d to fate,

1 too, — thrice happy, — fhould my mafter have,

With all his family, attend my grave ;

Snyiting their breafts, and faying, with a tear,

¢« A good and faithful fervant refteth here.”

This be my praife ; and for this praife 'l live:

Your paftimes, LoBBin, no fuch joys can give.

LOBBIN.
Why, Per1corT, ’tis truth: —yon touch my heart;
Shepherd, indeed you chufe the better part,
# See the < Refletions on Death.™ Chap, xvi.
B o
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T’11 think to-morrow well of what you fay, —
—But can’t forego~~the pleafures of to-day!

" Thus, with a laugh, the dolt departing cry’d;
‘While the good fhepherd fhook his head, and figh’d!

PASTORAL
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PASTORAL THE FOURTH, .

T H E M OTH E R.

&£ GON. ARGOL.

OW, with their fickles on their fhoulders plac’d,
The reapers to the field delighted hafte ;
The falling wheat fills each induftrious hand,
And the brown fhocks adorn the laughing lard.
It chanc’d, as Zcon, who, worn out with toil,
Sequetfter’d lives, in ToANET’s fertile ifle;
Fair ifle, for plenty fam’d, whofe white cliffs round,
Roar the wild waves of ocean’s realms profound :
«¢ Of life meet emblem,” oft the fagc would cry,
‘Thofe waves when viewing with a thoughtful eye:
As from his little cot one morn he far’d,
To view the labours he no longer fhar’d ;
On the wheat-field, with wonder and delight,
He faw a pleafing, but unufual fight ;
A cradle caught his view ! — with eager pace
Tho’ tottering on his ftaff, he fought the place;
And with his wither’d hand, flow turn’d afide
The humble curtains, where he ftrait efpy’d .
‘A little innocent, in flumber lay’d!
He look’d —and fmil’d, and fhook his fnowy head
¢ Ah lovely babe, I too am helplefs grown,
¢ Thy ftate, faid he, refembles much my own.”
Full of the ills of infancy and age,
A thoufand thoughts his bufy mind engage:
When, turning at the ftubble’s ruftling {ound,
The reaper, ArGoL, juft at hand he found :
- Arcol,
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Azrcot, a fwain of manly fenfe pofleft,

Of upright heart, and fympathetic breaft.

¢¢ Arcoy; faid he, for threefcore years and mare
¢¢ My fcythe and fickle in thefe fields I bore ; —
<¢ And let me tell thee, lad, but few could claim,
¢ For handling either a fuperior fame :

¢¢ But thro’ thefe years, if mem’ry ferves me right,
¢¢ Ne’er faw I in the fields fo fweet a fight ;

¢ Behold that babe! what innocence is fpread

¢ O’er its lov’d face—what lively white and red!
« How came it here, and who the infant keeps,

¢ Infenfible of danger, while it fleeps ?

¢ Falfe could a mother prove to fuch a care,

¢ Angels themfelves would watch delighted there.”

ARGOL.

Look, Acox, *midft the reapers you furvey
A woman bear the burden of the day :
Mark haw fhe toils — by true affettion drawn,
‘The fame to fetting Sun from rifing dawn!
In"her the mother of the babe you fee—
Sweet infant, that, and fwecter mother, fhe:
The wife of honeft Tryrs1s 3 him you know,
Who feeds the flock of Myco there below.

&£ GON.

Then, lovely babe, thy lot is truly bleft,
Sleep on fecure ; of mothers thine the bett !
ArcoL, I know her well; and oft employ’d
(While greater firength my feeble frame enjoy’d,
And I fo far could walk) a pleafing hour,
In their neat cot— but now I want the power :
Hh So
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So weak I’m grown—tis time to quit the fage 3

Sad is the burden, fon, of helplefs age!

And ah, poor babe, what ftorms remain foy thee

To weather out on life’s tempeftyaus fea !

Juft launch’d upon its waves, wild, deep and wide ;==
While I (thank heav’n) almoft in harbour ride !

Thy mothet’s cares, 'tis true, thy courfe will aid ;

But all her cares that dangerous courfe will need.

ARGOL.

Zcox, an life whatever perils wait,
You know, we fhould not murmur at oyr fate § «
Much reverencs and gragitude we owe
To Him, who fix’d ys in aur rank below :
And tho’ ’tis certain, ftorms and rocks abound
‘In yon wide waters, yet a way is found
For pondesoys veffels, which the pilot’s hand
Safely dire&s to ev’ry diftant land.
So is it fajd, — ¢ if good inftruftions thow
¢ The path of wifdom, wheze the child thould go;
¢¢ Early train’d up, apd travell’d in the way,
¢¢ Ne'er from the tragk deluded will he ftray.”
And well, we know, our Tryasis’ cargful wife
Dire&s her children in the road of life :
You’ve feen her houfe, and therefore you can tell
How much in reading, working, they excel ;
How humble and; good-manner’d, clean and neat, ==
On TuaneT’s ifle fuch children yon'll not meet.

: ZGON.
Ancox., thy words are wife : goon, young fwaip,
And every day increafe of wifdom gain ;
Age
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Age, 'tis its weaknefs—full of aches and pains,
T hinks of life’s numerous evils, and complains.
P11 tell thee, Arcor, if eath mother ftrove
*T'o train her children in their Maker's love ;
*To teach thofe duties, which théir platé demands,
‘T'o give them honeft hedtts, and working hands,
- Like her, whofe little babé lies ficeping here ;
Lefs might we then life’s vent’rous voyage fear.’
Yes; I have f2¢i her, with her ¢hildren round,
(And in the figlit fereneft p’feafure fourid)
Divide their féveral tatks with mild command,
And give to induftry éach little hand 5
While ft¢, good mothef, cafts on each a look,
Their fole inftrutrefs or at work, or book :
So the fond hén, whicli to my mind fhe brings,
- Her chickens féeds, and broods beneath her wings.
In church, — for never on a Sabbath-day
Is Tuywrsis, or his family away,—
How pleafing is the fight! all neat and clean,
Alike are parents and their children feen ;
And their behaviour —a reproof how true
To farmer Brown’s young loobies in next pew!
_ I’ve wondet’d oft, how this induftrious wife,
Amidft the labours of domeftic life,
Such timé and pains can to her children fpare ;
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Cloath with fuch neatnefs, teach them with fuch care ;

While almoft alt the cottage bairns around

In dirt, and rags, and ignoranée are foand !
Yet TAYRsIs earns not more than other fwains;
And tho’ fh¢ labours with the utmoft pains,
Scanty, at bett, Gop knows, aré women’s gains.

|

Hh s ARGOL.
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ARGOL.

Zcox, when anxious, as we ought, to live 3
What cannot chearful induftry atchieve ? -~
And fhall we doubt, when, for aur daily food
We ufe thofe means, which Faith pronounces gbod,
That He, who feeds the ravens when they cry,
‘Will not behold us with propitious eye
If Birds are from our Father’s bounty fed,

Will He from Children hold their needful bread 2
Full of this faith, the cordial of the heart,

Ogr couple firft to heav’n perform their part :

At morn and eve the fuppliant knee they bend,
‘While round theiy ligtlc‘lifpiqg-opes attend :
Then, looking #till to Gop, with chearful eye,
To their life’s labour gladly they apply.

*Twas but laft fummer Mira learn’d to wield

‘The dented fickle in the wheaten field ;
A toil too hard for women, as we thought,
*Till Mariax, from the North, the cuftom brought ; -
Soon as fhe faw that lafs the fickle ply,
Joyful fhe cry’d —<¢ I too my ftrength will try :
¢ The fickle will I take, and do my bett,
¢ My poor endeavours may perchance be bleft ;
¢¢ *Twill make me happy but a mite to earn ;
“¢ And ey’ry art of induftry I'd learn ;
¢ For, fhall my Tuvrsis, thro’ the painful year,
*¢ No refpite know, but toils inceffant bear,
¢¢ Nor I thofe toils, thofe pleafing toils partake,
¢t For my fweet babes, and for my hufband’s fake 2
¢¢ Oh could I, much-lov’d mafter of my heart!
#¢ In all thy labours bear an equal part ;
« Could
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¢¢ Could I, dear pledges of our faithful love!

s¢ For you fuccefsful in my labours prove; - b

<< Labours would quickly lofe their name with me,

«¢ “And hardeft toils fincereft pleafures be!

<« Bleft hope ! —bleft Mar1an, to the field I go,

¢¢ To thee the hope, to thee the art I qwe !”
Thas led by lovely virtue’s ppre intent,

‘The joyful mother to the reapers went :

And fure'that Gop, who virtue loves to blefs,

Crown’d her approv’d endeavour with fuccefs :

For thro’ the harvett chearfully the wronght,

And home more hire than any reaper brought :

For fhort of others tho’ her ftrength might fall,

In application fhe excell’d them alj!

No loit’rer: every moment fhe’d improve;

Such is the force of true maternal love !

Now that the harveft is again come,round,

Again, fair reaper, in the ficld fhe’s found :

And with her, as you fee, this pretty gueft,

‘Who waits for fucconr from her plenteous breaft ;

Tuyrs1s each morn to field the cradle brings ;

And thus the babe, beneath its mother’s wings,

Due nourithment fupply’d, fecurely fleeps,

Vninterrupted, while-the matron reaps !

/£ GON.
Trye mother, — who herfelf the food ﬁ;pphes,
The daintier Jady to her child denies :
By lutt, or pride, or folly led aftray,
Unnatural more, than monfters of the fea !
Cruel alike both to themfelves and young,
Sech mothers merit fcorp from ev’ry tongue :
Why
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Why doth the great Creptor, wife and good,
Fill their fair breaits with fuch falubtious food,
That food §f to their offspring.they tefuff,
And fores and ficknefs before duty chafe Y .

Oh Mira, beyond thefe, how art thou bleﬁ, ;
Thy infant prefling fond thy ylelding breatt ! -
With fuch a woman, Areot, let me fay,

?Tis joy to fhare the labours of the day.

Sure, fenfible of this, they all unite

‘To make her toils, deferving thothet ! light :
Sure, by each mamelefs, by each gentle care
They mitigate the ifls the needs muft bear?

Juft as he fpoke, the fmifing mother catie,
Sweet was her afpeét, and her words the fame : -
Her tendernefs diffus’d a namelefs grace )
O’er the fair features of her bleoming face,
While at the cradle’s fide the anxious fited;
When the jaft-waken’d babe its mother view’d;
And, fuifing, with 2n eager joy, expands,
Bweet innocent! its little dimpled hands.
With rapt’sous b1ifs fe cauglhtt it to her breafl,
And on the ftabble-ground fat down to reft ;
The crowing infant to the nipple ctung,
While o’er it with fond joy the ravith’d mother hung!
The good old man, enchanted with delight,
Cry'd, “ Arcor, there,«there, Axcor, is a fighe!
¢¢ Bleft mother! mtay thy labours profperous prove :
#¢ May all thy chikdren welt repay thy love I
More he’d have faid ; but To! a tear would flart,
And al] his foul rofe throbbing in his heart :
The mother, pleas’d, beheld his burden’d eye,
Asnd thank’d him with'a tear of focial joy.
PASTORAL



ROEMS '339

PASTORAL THE EIFTH.

THE HUSBAND AND WIFE.

CHARBRLQTTE. ELIZA.

S, arm in arm, to {cent the fragrant air
From bloflom’d beans which evening breezes bear,

Fair CHarroTTE and her friend ErL1za rove,
Maids fam’d for beauty bath, and form’d for love ;
Jutt at the village ¢nd, with trembling fear,
Rough founds cantentious, and fhrill crigs they hear :
Tho’ frighted, they advance; when, painful fight
They view their neighbour Syms prepar’d for fight ;3
With paffion raging, and by liquas fir'd,
The fingle combat furious he defir'd ¢
While, bath’d in tears, Ris tender wife withftands,
And cries, and trembles, as fhe holds his hands ;
Her little ftrength well nigh exhaufted, pleads,
While her fond heart with racking anguith bleeds ;
And, fruitlefs ev’ry winning motive foupd, '

. Points to their boy, their infant, on the ground;

Pledge of their mutual Rith :—-¢ Ah, cruel, fee,

¢ And pity him; if yow'll not pity me!

¢¢ See, while I hold you, where-your baby lies:

¢ Hard-hearted, turn, and view his fireaming eyes.”

Thus as fhe fpoke, he turn’d: —=an afped mild

His fierce looks foften’d as he view’d the child :

Strait from his eyes the tears paternal flart,

And all the fathgr filI’d his mglting heart =

Then natuse triumph’d; to the child he fprung;

Around his neck the child affrighted clung. ,
The
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The lovely maidens, at the fight well pleas’d,
With zeal humane the {oft occafion feiz’d ;

And with the weeping wife afliduous join’d

To urge each motive which might fix his mind :
Nor urg’d in vain; perfuaded he retreats,

‘While his big heart with varying paffions beats :
And, thoughts of vengeance lab’ring in his breaft,
He finks, exhaufted, to refrefhing reft.

As now their walk intended they purfue,
¢ Here, CHarLOTTE, With a figh faid BeTsy, view,
¢ View, CHARLOTTE, what corroding forrows wait
¢¢ Poor helplefs women in the marriage flate !
¢ Alas for us, in ev’ry flate diftreft,
¢ When marry'd, wretched ; when alone, unbleft!”

CHARLOTTE.

Hard lot, my BeTsy : yet I’d rather bear
‘The taunts for ever, which old maidens fhare,
Thanilive enflav’d throughout a wretched life,
The drunkard’s, rake’s, or tyrant’s weeping wife !

. ELIZA.

But girls, in our degenerate days, who wed,
Maft with fuch vile affociates fhare their bed :
So void of principle our youth are grown —
They ape the manners of the wicked town !
Lords to their tenants have their vices taught,
And fons and fervants have th’ infe@ion caught.
Can they bat drink and riot, rake and fight ;
They feoff with carelefs fcorn at what is right.

CHARLOTTE,
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CHARLOTTAR.

How great the rifk which girls in marriage run!
And yet, how great their hafte to be undope!
But fure the mqre the danger which we dare,
The greater in our choice fhou’d be our care.
Yet to qur fex impartial if we be,
We fhall pot find them from juft cenfure free:
Were they to vistue conftant in their choice, . )
Gave they their hands, where reafon gives her voice;
Were they more nice, diftinguithing, retir'd,
The men to ¢mulation wop’d be fird ;
For they, be fure, will cultivate the arts,
They find moft likely to engage our hearts.

ELIZA.

I know not this: but, CHarroTTE, well I know,
Men are perfidjous, wgomen are not fo:
For one bad waman, who fhall faithlefs prove,
Or to her marriage faith, or plighted love,
An hundred men: — tho’ yet fo young 2 maid,
I’ve caufe, you know, their falfechood to upbraid.
_ Bat, CuarvrotrTk, fay, fhall I myfelf accufe,
Becaufe I liffen’d to young WiLL1AM’s vows:
Becaufe I thoyght incapable of wrong
His heart {o,feeming honeft from-his tongue?
Becaufe 1 gaye him all ux heart! —falfe fwain,
Or pay thy vows, or eve my-heart again!

Ii CHAR-
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CHARLOTTE.

Fear not, my BeTsy; you will fhortly find
Returning WiLL1am to your withes kind :
And, bleft with him, a pattern may you prove
Of conjugal fidelity and love!

Like that bleft pair, who live at yonder farm— -
Oh how the thoughts of them my bofom warm ¢
Yes, my dear friend, if, from the former fight,
Marriage appears in fables all bedight ;

Turn to that pair, in yon dear manfion bleft,
And marriage feems of ev'ry ftate the beft !
This happy pair, their fondnefs to exprefs,
Labour to build each others happinefs.

No feparate joys, no feparate cares they know,
But fhare in pleafure, as they fhare in woe:
Woe! They have none: imparted *tis no more ;
While thus their joys are doubled o’er and o’er.
Bleft pair! your loves with rapture, I review, .
For fure all Eden js reftor’d to you!

ELIZA.

I wonder not, my CHARLOTTE, you are fird,—=
Who ever knew that pair, and not admir’d ?
And who cou’d fail the higheft blifs to prove,
If fuch an hufband erown’d her faithful love?
Whene’er his wife is mention’d, you may {py
Bright fatisfattion gliften in his eye:
Of her perfetions with delight he tells ;
And on her praife with tongue enraptur’d dwells.

Wher.e’er
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Whene’er he goes to market, or to fair,

You never find him idly loit’ring there :

Much more in alehoufe, treafuring for his wife
Vile drunkennefs at night, and noify ftrife :

His bufinefs done, you’ll fee him homeward haite
Well knowing that he comes a grateful gueft ;
And joy’d to think, within his honeft mind

He brings the pleafure, which he’s fure to find.

i CHARLOTTE
While to the hufband juft, my BeTsy, pray,

To equal merit, equal honour pay :
For wives contribute not than hufbands lefs,
Sure, my good friend, the marriage ftate to blefs:
Oft find we, if good hufbands make good wives,
Thefe, in return, reform bad hufbands’ lives.
But, for our friends, it well may be confett,
If bleft the wife, not lefs the hufband’s bleft ;
Afte@tionate and mild you fee her fhare
One only pleafure, as one only care.
Can fhe but crown her hufband with content,
Make light his troubles, or his joys augment;
She little heeds for all the world befide ;
Fond as at firft, and as at firft a bride;
A bride in neatnefs, ever nice and clean,
The heart fhe won, ftill ftudious to retain!
And, happy in hes hufband’s high efteem,
She lives, and thinks, and breathes alone for him!
Ne’er in her hufband’s abfence is fhe found
A goflip, tattling all the village round :

243,

Iig Fomenting
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Fomenting ftrife, and making many 4 foe?

Nor runs fhe gadding to each fimple thow.

By better nieans his abfence fhe beguiles,

By needful bufinefs, and demettic toils:

Caufing with tranfport his big heart to burn,
When, pleis’d furveying on his glad retur,

His decent houfhold in fair érder dreft ;

He clafps his wife delighted to his breat,

Thanks her kind care, and reads in her full eyes,
That toils thus recompenc’d are trueft joys! .

ELIZA.

Surethis bleft pair, who, ¢‘link’din friendfhip’stye,
Live each for each, as edch for each won’d die”
Kind nature form’d to make each other bleft {

Or fure the halves have met for once at leaft !*®

CuaArRLOTTE, you know the tale: my WirrLiam’s
lays,

When WiLrram’s verfe could fpeak of BeTsy’s
praife,

Told it us fweetly once,——alas, in better days!

CHARLOTTE.

Ah BeTsy! and full oft the halves would meet,
Were women in their chéice but more difcreet :
But if vile avarice or ftrong paflion lead
The willing vi&tim to the fuptial bed;

Or if that heart licentious rakes obtain,
Which modeft merit fruitlefs ftrives to gain; |

® Alluding to Plato’s Notions
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No wonder wedloek is 2 Rate accurft;

For the beft things corrupted, are the worfl.
Bad men, or fools, the idiot, or the rake;

No woman happy ever yet cou’d make:

Nor ¢’er unhappy; he, whole manly breaft,
With fenfe, with fofinefs, with religion’s blefts

v

ELIZA.

Poor women ! —tis 2 maxim then with you,
That all their forrows to themfelves are due: .
That neither heav’n nor man the blame muft bear,
The woes of wedlock when they’re doom’d to fhare:
Oh, CHARELUTTE, you are partial to the mien ! —
Yet freely will I own,—=not one in ten
Of our poor fex fach miferies would prove,

If intereft lefs, and more confulting love.
Wretch that the is, who muft not her defpife,
That Macra, whoin arms decrepit lies,
(Spring with old winter,) only to be feen
Dreft in fine cloaths, the paltry village queen!

.C;HARLOTTE.

Scorn to all fich! and let all fach be told,
They are but lawful proftitates for gold:
Fools! all true blifs for fplendor to forego:
A life of penance for a day of thow !
Love, of each pleafure the perpetual fpring,
Truelove, my BeTsy, is a different thing:
The heart’s dear union, youth with youth combin’d,
Truth meeting truth, and mingling mind with mind!

Thus
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Thus higheft pleafures rife to pure efteem,

And hence of rapture flows the fparkling ftream !
Hence too of virtue wells the living flood,

For ¢t who, in marriage, in each flate are good.”
*Tis neighbodr WaTson’s faying,——and we prize
Her fayings, Ber, for neighbour WaTson’s wife——
And never did the know thro’ her long life,

On cither fide, a hufband or a wife,

Who in connubial tendernefs excell’d,

And yet in other focial duties fail'd.

ELIZA.

Our neighbours, CHaRLOTTE, in the vale below,
This pleafing truth in livelieft colours fhow :
For not in marriage do they fhine alone,
The praife of every virtue is their own :
And the fame goodnefs which inclines their breaft
To make and to preferve each other bleft ;
Prompts them alike to fpread their comforts round ;
For privaté good fuch hearts can never bound !
Parents more fond ’twere difficult to find,
Or neighbours more folicitoufly kind:
Few to their fervants fuch attention give,
And none the wretched with more alms relieve !
Then, for Religion, ’tis their joy : — One day,
Thus with delight, I heard our neighbour fay,
‘¢ BeTsy, we’re not atham’d, my wife and I,
To kneel gagether to the throne on high:

+ Thence fprings our bleflings : and be fure, my fair,

They cannot fail, who feck for bleflings there:

But
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Bat they who wed, will curfe their haplefs fate,

If HE’s defpis’d, who-firft ordain’d the ftate.”
Oh facred ftate ! oh bleft connubial love!

In thy fweet train the fmiling virtues move ;

All fond to croud, and att the faireft part,

‘Where truth affeGtionate blends heart with heart !

Thus as the fpoke, her face deep blufhes dreft,
While all-tumultuous throbb’d her panting breaft ;
For lo! her WiLLiam o’er the ftyle juft by
Leap’d, laughing love and tranfport in his eye:
He haftes and greets the maids; and tells his tale,
Why fo long abfent in the diftant dale:

And ah, that prevalent the ftory prov’d
With BeTsy, who.can wonder that has Jov’d ? =
Cheerful and pleas’d they pafs’d the field along,
-While many a fky-lark treated them with fong:
Much of true love, of marriage more they talk’d;
And oft again to thefe fame Meadows walk’d;
*Till came the happy day, when, joyful found!
The merry bells declar’d the village round '
That their fond hands in wedlock were combin’d,
Whofe hearts had long in tender love been join’d.
Great (fays my legend) was the joy that day ;
The fhepherds bleft it, and each nymph look’d gay:
With flow’ry chaplets every crook was crown’d,
And every brow with rofy wreaths was bound:
They danc’d upon the green till night drew ot ;
When other rites were needful to be done :
Thrown was the flocking, ceremonies o’er,
And clos’d by jocund maids the facred door.

. And
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And farther ftill, the rural flory gles,
That long the lovers div’d in {weet repofe ;
For tender truth, and virtuoas faith renawn’d ;
Blefling and blekt —a (miling race around :
And to the prefept hour this verfe is read,

On the plain grave-fone o’er thair xolics 1ay’d:

¢¢ To thefe, whom death again did wed,
The grave’s the fecond marriage-bed ;
For tho’ she hand of fate.cou’d farce
*Twixt foul and hody a.divorce ;
dt cow’d notifever man and wafe,
Becaufe they both liv'd but one life.
Peace, good reader, donat.weep:
‘Peace, —- the lovers are afleep.
They, fweettursles, falded lie
In ¢he laft knot.that love.cou’d tie.
Lot .them fleep ; let them fleepon,
'Till this flormy night be.gone ;
And the.cternal morrow dawp ; —=
Then the curtain will:be drawn ;
#And they’ll wake.into.a light,
Where day fhall never die in night.*”

® See\Crafhawe’s: Pogmy,

PASTORAL
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‘PASTORAL THE SIXTH.

THE BENEVOLENT MAN.

WILLIAM. JOSEPH.

Arelefsly fpread beneath a willow tree,

On the cool margin of the fedgy Lee,
WiLr1am, the thepherd, watch’d his fleecy care,
Tuning his flute to many a ruftic air:

His faithful dog lay by him on the ground,

And chirping grafshoppers leap’d lightly round.

When o’er the path-way to the bridge that leads,
Bedight in Sunday fuit, a neighbour fpeeds ;

‘Whofe hand fupports well-pleas’d his little {on,

By him with ftep unequal tripping on.

<¢ JosepH, Where hafte you,with fuch fpeed, my friend #*
Quoth WiLL1aMm, on his elbow as he lean’d :

¢ And why thus dreft —my little JosepH too—

¢ What all this hurry the fine fhew to view 1»

.. JOSEPH.

No, WiLg1aM—in fuch times of general need,
With fuch a family as mine to feed,
. *Twou’d ill become me, fure, to make fuch hafte
My time and money at vile fhews to wafte:
Far better bufinefs, thanks to gracious heav’n,
The fpeed you notice to my feet has giv’n !

Kk . WILLIAM.
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WILLJAM

What better bufinefs, Josgpu ? let me hear,
That in your pleafure I at leaft may fhare?

JOSEPH.
Why, our good fquire— may heav’n indulgent fhed

-Ten thoufand bleflings on his bounteous head —
Defirous to diffufe amidft our youth,

With learning’s light, the light of heavenly truth ;
And knowing well our poverty and pains,

How hard our labour, and how fmall our gains ;
Wifdom and pity ruling in his foul

For our poor children has eadow’d a {chool !

And Josern here— God’s bleffing on the boy, ~—
Is chofen, WiLs, the bounty to enjoy!

A toward lad,—he’ll take his learning well, —
*Twill pleaft the *fquire to fee him, I can tell:
And fo I fpeed, as ’tis my place you know,

At once to thank him, ard my fon to fhow.

WILLIAM,

My fancy often on the thought hath rva,
That our guod fquire refembles much the fun;
Who fheds en all around his rays divine,
Imparting life and luftre where they fhine.

So do his hands on all around difpenfe
The blefled beams of warm benevolence:
In good unwearied, he exerts each art

To blefs the life, and meliorate the heart ;

1
The

— e -
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‘The body’s woe now ftudious to relieve,

Now, due inftrution to the mind to give.

~—Yes, JosepH, of his fchool, I've heard before ;
And, if in merit aught could raife him more,
This his laft effort wou’d, methinks, approve

His goodnefs moft, and moft engage our love. *

JOSEPH,

I, who ne’er knew of learning the delight—
“Alas, for me! who neither read nor write——
The more this great misfortune I deplore,
I feel his inftitution’s worth the more.
Oh what fo bleft, fo ufeful and benign,
As on the darken’d mind with truth to fhine:
To ope the door, by which the foul may rife
From the dark dungeon, where blind ign’rance li¢s:
May learn its duty, and fecurely tread
The paths, that to eternal glory lead !
—Bleft knowledge! and bleft charity! -which brings. .
The envied pow’r to know fuch mighty things! '
Bleft man! whofe hands fuch benefits impart,
What joy muft live triumphant at his heart !
He’s like the fun—and like the morning dew,
Warming, my WiLL1aM, and refrefhing too!

WILLIAM.

Refrefhing, Josepu? yes, he ne’er affords
Inadtive wifhes in unmeaning words
Nor mocks the painful tendernefs of grief
With empty fighs —the fhadows of relicf!

Kk2 Teo
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To all his bounty freely is difplay’d,

‘Who want his pity, or who feek his aid !

And with fuch kind humanity he gives,

As much his manner as his gift relieves!

Nay, by his perfon he contributes more,

‘Than by his purfe, to benefit the poor:

Our humble cots he’ll enter, and enquire
What ills we fuffer, or what good defire.

Do haplefs loffes caufe our anxious cares ?
Thofe lofes to our comfort he repairs:

Is there a quarrel ?—{oon he bids it ceafe,
And fooths the jarring parties into peace:

Are faithful pairs thro’ poverty denied

The comforts, which by wedlock are fupplied ?
The virtuous maid he portions, and furveys,
With joy, their blifs, and race, in future days.
Do any on the bed of ficknefs lie ?} —

Fit food and med’cine his kind hands fupply.
Do any fmart beneath afli&ion’s rod ?

He fooths their forrows, and condu&s to God,
The loving parent of the human race,

Whofe frown is mercy, and whofe fcourge is grace.

Ne'er by that houfe of refuge for the poor,

¢ Where age and want fit fmiling at the door;*
}I‘hat houfe, the labour of his bounteous care,

I never pafs without a grateful tear:
Involuntary fwells my rifing breaft,

And the good founder with a figh is bleft :

Who
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Who," with fuch comfort, when all comfort flies,
Unfriended, helplefs, feeble age fupplies!

\

JOSEPH

Young as you are, and ftranger to the pain
By which poor men their families maintain;
A ftranger, WiLL1aM, to the torturing fmart,
Which tears a tender father’s bleeding heart,
While round his children croud, with weeping woe,
Afking the food, he hath not to beftow :
You cannot even guefs, and I want words
'To tell the rapture, which a gift affords,
By the fill hand of modeft mercy giv’n,
Juft in due feafon, as if dropt from heav’n!
— Oh, WiLr1aMm, many fuch, the feafon paft,
When famine almoft laid our village wafte,
On fecret wings to my poor cottage flew,—
But well from whence they took their flight I knew!

WILLIAM.

Mark you this river, how ferene and flow
Its deep ftill waters thro’ the meadows flow:
While in our village the fmall fhallow rill
For ever prattles down the pebbly hill.

In one an image of the {quire is feen,

In tother of that Braggard, proud and vain ;
Who hates our mafter : — for his cancred breaft
By the foul fiend of envy is poffeft !

JOSEPH.



154 P-O E M s..

JOSEPH.

Alas, good WiLrLiam! ’tis a grief to fee,
That whiteft virtue cannot cenfure flee :
*Tis nothing ftrange, that Devils God fhou’d hate :-
But that frail creatures, in the felf-fame ftate,
Alike dependant, form’d alike to fhare
The fad viciffitude of grief and care;
That mortal men in enmity fhould fwell
>Gainft thofe in deeds of mercy who excell 3
Who ftrive, with pure benevolence refin’d,
To foften all the fufferings of their kind :
This fure is firange — and ftranger ftill, to view,
What late example here has prov’d too true ; —
Thofe who the common bounty need, and fhare,
So mutually malicious and fevere.

WILLTAM.

_\ You hint the poor blind widow—{ad to think,
That fhe who ftood on defperation’s brink,

Blind, helplefs, friendlefs, four young orphans round,
Now by out fquire’s kind aid with comfort crown’d ;
That fhe the malice of the poor thou’d raife; .

That he thou’d lofe the juft reward of praife !

Baut what is human praife, or human blame ?

To heav’ns bleft candidate no doubt the fame:
Let God approve the action—for the reft,

He’ll find applaufe fufficient in his breaft.

JOSEPH.
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JOSEPH

And yet, methinks, it is but juft to thew
To goodnefs the refpe&t to goodnefs due:
Frail as I am, cou’d I diffufe my ftore,
Juft praife, I own, wou’d ftimulate me more;
I cannot, therefore, withoat fcorn behold,
Thofe who, to merit like our fquire’s, are cold :
Unfecling hearts! bat whofe licentious tongues
Could blame that deed, to which all praife belongs,
Are devils, and not men—are devils dreft
In human fhape, without a haman breaft:
For is not man from fiends infernal known
By godlike, great benevolence alone ?

WILLIAM.

Yes, ’tis benevolence that makes him man,
And more will make him, clos'd life’s little fpan;
Make him an angel ; as on earth ’twill give '
Foretafte of joys, which angels felves receive :
For with benevolence true pleafure dwells,
Each grace that glows, each virtue that excells !
——Oh happy they, in fate exalted plac’d,
Philanthropy’s foul-warming joys to tafte :
We, JoserH, thrown beneath in life’s low vale,
At diftance only can the glory hail!
For this we’ll thankful be, and do our part; '
If not the pow’r, blefs God, we have the heart!

JOSEPH,
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JOSEPH.

Much rather, WiLriam, would I live poffeft

Of empty hands, and fympathetic breaft,
Than like old OsTeEnTATIOUS On the hill,

Poflefs the mighty pow’r without the will.

But ¢ all have pow’r, in life however low,

¢ Kind a&s of mercy and of love to thow,”

To farmer JonNsoN once our fquire reply’d,

Who mourn’d the power of doing good deny’d.

True were his words ; for in each ftate we need,

And therefore thou’d afford each other aid ;

In Chriftian kindnefs let us do our beft,

God knows our ftrength, and will excufe the reft:

You well remember, where 2 widow poor

Gave with a mite, than all the wealthy more.

WILLIAM,

How bleft a truth ! — with right intention giv’n,
A cup of water fhall be mark’d in heav’n!
See, ’tis not then the quantity, but heart,
To aéts of love which merit can impart.
Bleft truth, my Josepu !—thus may we excell,
And poor in wealth, be rich in doing well.

JOSEPH

But WiLsiam, think, what joy muft he poflefs,
Who with the power, aswell as heart to blefs,
To all his high benevolence extends, '
The wretched comforts, the oppreft defends ;

+ *The




‘The naked cloaths, the hungry fills with food ——
In love unwearied, uniform in good!

Let praife or cenTure on his deeds defcend,

Let difappointment or fuccefs attend :

Still he goes on——and views with juft regard,
‘That God, whofe approbation is reward.

WILLIAM,

JoserH, you’vetrac’d the caufe, from whence proceeds

His uniformity in virtuous deeds :
' For fledfaft at one mark whoever aim,
Thro’ life’s whole circle will be found the fame!
— Jawmes, who from London t'other day came down,
Told me our fquire is more efteem’d in town
For his good aitions than amongft us here,
For not a charity but knows him there.
There, where the children of the poor are fed,
At once with heav’nly, and with earthly bread :
‘Where pain, and all the family of grief,
From fkilful med’cine find humane relief :
Where fafely fcreen’d in hofpitable cells,
From human view, pride-humbling phrenzy dwells:
Where lab’ring women ’midft their pangs can fmile,
And blefs the charity which fooths their toil ;
Where infants, refcued from an earthly grave,
The tender mercy hymn which ftoop’d to fave: -
Where penitents with tears redeem their fhame,
Reftor’d to God, their parents, 4nd to fame.
Wherever good is done, or good defign’d,
His aid benignant you are fure to find :
*The doleﬁ] prifons too, they tell. me, ‘fhare v
His. kmd]y vifits, and mdulgent care: !
L1l Nay,
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Nay, and James found it out, that oft kic fends
Young men of toward parts, with meaner friends,
To fchool and college, where his aid provides
‘Tutors and learning, and all means befides.

JOSEPH.
A wond’rous man!—;if all the world he knew,
To all the world&humanity he’d thew:
No fe& or party-principles confine,
The glowing radiance of his love divine:
A man, afellow-creature, and diftreft,
Is plea fufficient to affe& his breaft,

hd .
WILLIAM.
Yet, Jossrn, I have heard that his eftate,
For one fo rich in bounty, is not great :
Not half fo great as his, of whom before
We fpoke, —in money rich, in goodnefs poor!
But right ceconomy, with great or fmall,
Doubles the income, amﬂiu all in all.

JOSEPH.

Ah, Wirrsam—but God’s blefling is much more,
For this augments, nay, doubles all our ftore:
Who dare be bounteous, God will furely blefs
With conftant fuccour, and tenfold encreafe:
Their crufe o’erflowing, and augmented meal,
* Miraculoufly bleft, fhall never fail ! ,
Our good man proves it—and befides he flies,
Thofe {cenes of ill, whence vaft expences rife:
He waftes no fortune on devouring vice,
On dogs or horfes, women, cards or dice. :
B | . o The
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The little boy, who much attention pay’d

To this encomium, which the thepherds made;

Cried, ¢ father, ’midft his praife, you fure forget

¢¢ The church, our fquire hath made fo fine and neat.”
¢¢ Right, my good boy, faid Wi1LL1A M, this too thows,

¢¢ The living fountain whence his goodnefs flows :

«¢ For love of God muft kindle virtue’s flame,

¢¢ Orall benevolence becomes a name !
Thus as he fpoke, a ftraggling ewe, which ftood

‘Too near the faithlefs margin of the flood,

Tumbled adown the bank into the deep,

When WiLriam cried—¢¢ alas, alas, my fheep—

¢ One of the beft of all my flock | —if drown’d——=

¢¢ I’m ruin’d —for ’tis worth above a pound!”
Joszrn beheld it, nor delaying ftood,

But leap’d, tho’ Sunday-dreft, into the flood, ,

And capght the ewe; when anxious WiLLiaM came,

Lean’d down, and fafe receiv’d it from the ftream :

Then gave his hand with many a hearty thank,

And, lifting JosspH up the flippery bank,

Strait he condu®s him to his cot juft by,

And changes all his dripping cloaths for'dry.

Then to young Josern, * for your father’s fake,

¢¢ This little hautboy as a prefent take:

¢¢ The rings are brafs, and boxen is the wood ;

¢ Tryit, my lad, you'll find the found is good :

¢ And always, when you touch it, bearin mind,

s *Twas by the beft means gain’d,—by being kind."”-

[

) L1l 'DIGGON
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DIGGON DAVY’S RESOLUTION ON THE
DEATH OF HIS LAST COW.*

APASTORAL.

PII MELIORA PIIS, ERROREMQUE HOSTIBYS ILLUM.
VIRG.

DIGGON DAVY. COLIN CLOUT.
ENEATH an hawthorn buth, fecreted thade,
The herd{man, Diceon, doleful ply’d his fpade;
+ The deep’ning grave conceal’d him to the head ;
Near him his cow, his favourite cow, lay dead:
When o’er the neighb’ring ftile a fhepherd came,
The herdfman’s friend, and Cor1n was his name:
Touch’d with the fight, the kind and guilelefs fwain,
Sigh’d, fhook his head, and thus exprefs’d his pain.

COLIN.
How! MuLrLy ggne! —the fad mifchance I rue!
Ah! wretched DicGon, but more wretched-Suz !
1 .

" ® This paoral was firft written and publithed in the year 1747,
when the diftzmper reigned amongft the horned cattle ; and witha
view to fatisfy a friend that Virgil had accurately defcribed the fame
malady.

1 —Humo tegere, ac foveis abfcendere difcant.
Vizg. Geor. III. v. gs8.

PICON.
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DIGGON.

* How could I hope, where fuch contagion reigns,
‘Where one wide ruin fweeps the defart plains ;
‘Where every gale contains the feeds of death,

‘That Diccon’s kine fhould draw untainted breath ?
Vain hope, alas! if fuch my heart had known,
Since MuLL¥’s gone, the laft of all my own.

No more fhall Susan fkim the milky ftream,

No more the cheefe-curd prefs, or churn the cream ;
No more the dairy fhall my fteps invite,

So late the fource of plenty and delight :

Thither no more with Susan fhall I ftray,

Nor from her cleanly hands receive thé whey. °

Sad plight is ours! nor ours alone; for all
Mourn-the ftill meadow, and deferted ftall,

COLIN.

But have you, Diccon, all thofe methods try’d,
By book-learn’d do&tors taught, when cattle dy’d?
Or, tho’ no dottor’s remedies prevail,

Does the good bithop’s fam’d tar-water fail 2

DIGGON,

4 Each art I try’d, did all that man could do;
Med’cines T gave, like poifon med’cines flew:

® e——Hic morbo ceeli miferanda coorta eft
Tempeftas,—— Ib. v. 478.
4 Profuit inferto Latices infundere cornu
Lenzos: ea vifa falus morientibus una,
Mox erat hoc ipfum exitio ————————v, 509,
Quafiteeque nocent artes; ceffere Magiftri
Phyllirides Chiron, Amythaoniufque Melampus, v, 549.

The
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The bithop’s drink, which fnatch’d me from the grave,
Giv’n to my cow, forgot its power to fave.
The dire difeafe increas’d by fwift degrees,
Tilldeathfreed MuLLY ;3 death! which all things frees.

COLIN.

I would not, Diccox, now your grief renew,
Yet with to hear her ficknefs trac’d by you ;

How firft it feiz’d her, and what change its rage
Relentlefs wrought in each fucceflive ftage.

DIGGON.

* Dejedted firft the hung her drooping head,
Refus’d her meat, -and from her paiture fled 5
+ Then dull and languid feem’d her plaintive eye,
Her breath grew noifome, and her udder dry.

® Sin in proceffu, cepit crudefcere morbus.

1+ Tum vero ardentes oculi, atque attraétus ab alte
Spiritus interdum gemitu gravis: imaque longo
Ilia fingultu tepdunts it naribus.ater ) ; .a
Sanguis & obfeflas fauces premit afpera lingua, v. 504
—Non umbrz altorum nemorum, non mollia poffunt
Prata movare animume—eeee——- at ima '
Solvuntur latera, atque oculos flupor urget inertes, v. 519s .
Nam neque erat coriis ufu, v. §59.
Dii meliora piis, erroremque hoftibus illum ! v, g13.

Ite me=, felix quondam pecus, ite capelie, Vine, Ecl. I. 75,

Carmina nulla canam,

v 78,

" At nos hinc alii fitieates ibimus afros, &, ib. v. 65.

Duri me martis in armis

Tela inter media atque adverfos detinet hoftes, Ecl. X, v. 44.
. - Erfk:
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Erft fweet that breath as morning gales in May,
And full that udder as of light the day.

Scorch’d with perpetual thirft, fhort fighs fhe drew,
Furr’d was her tongue, and to her mouth it grew:
Her burning noftrils putrid rheums diftill’d,

And death’s firong agonies her bowels fill’d ;
Each limb contratted, and a groan each breath,
Loft eafe I wifh’d her, and it came in death:

Caft out, infe&ed, and abhorr’d by all;

See how the ufeful, and the beauteous fall !

Not ev’n her kin—when living, fleek and red,
Can aught-avail me, CorLin, now fhe’s dead.

‘COLIN,

May heav’n, relenting, happier days beftow,
Sufpend the rod, and fmile away our woe ! ’
But if in juftice for our crimes we fmart,

If with afliCtion heav’n corre@s the heart,
*T1is ours, -fubmiffive to receive the ftroke,
Since to repine is only to provoke,

DIGGON.

Hard is the tatk from murmurs to refrain,
Ev’n bleflings paft increafe the prefent pain.
Once in thefe vales my lowing herds were fed,
My table plenty crown’d, and peace my bed;
My jocund pipe then tun’d to amorous lays,
A kifs repaid me for a lover’s praife.
Bleft times, farewell! no more thofe herds are found,
No more my table is with plenty crown’d;
No more my bed the fleep of peace beftows,
No more my jocund ftrain melodious flows:
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A lover’s praife a kifs rewards no more,

Joy fpreads his wanton wings, and leaves the fhore:
Pale want remains, with all her meagre train,

And only fighs are echoed o’er the plain.

— Far hence I'll fly, this ruftic garb foregoe,

And march in red, a foldier to the foe:” '

The French, whofe bofoms Papifh plots conceal,
My hand, made heavy by diftrefs, fhall feel ;

On Flander’s plains I’ll lofe domettic care,
Defperate thro> want, and mighty thro’ defpair.
And there, if heav’n at length my labours crown,
P’ll fow falfe Frenchmen, and I’ll reap renown.
Susax, farewell!

COLIN.

—’Sdeath! yonder o’er the mead -
The fquire’s curs’d matiff fcours with headlong fpeed!
See how my flock in wild confufion flies—
Zooks, if I catch him—by this hand he dies.

SUSAN
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SUSAN AND ROSALIND.
- A PASTORAL.

IGHT in theu' beft array, thh blithfome mxen,
The village youth now frolic on the green; - -
To various fports, which thefe and thofe promote,
The live-long Whitfun-holy-day devote: ,
Here nymphs and fwains to ruftic meafures dance,
Snatch the flol’n kifs, and interchange the glance; -
While hum’rous Hoss1nor aukward anticks plays,
And moves loud laughter, as he threads the maze.
Some with tough cudgels feek the prize to win, -
Some run, fome leap, fome wreftle ;——and fome grm ¢
The happy happier by the feafon grew, .
But, ah! more wretched Rosarinp and Sus;
Sad Suer and RosaLinD together ftray’d
From thefe gay crowds, and trod the lonely glade;
Tir'd, and beneath an ancient oak rechn’d,
Alternate thus each eas’d a love-fick mind.

SUSAN,

Once at the foot of this o’erfhadowing tree
I fat with LusBerkIn, my feat his knee;
He fung me ballads, which my kifs repaid,
" And laughing Susax was an happy maid :
But true I wot that ancient faying, Rosg,
¢¢ The greateft glee forebodes the fharpeft woes ;”
I find it true by fad experience now,
$ince faithlefs Luseerk1n forgets his vow.

Mn ROGALIND, -
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More wretched I, ingonftant have I been ;.
And what in love is half fo great a fin!
Remorfe and anguifh qn my vitals prey —
No lover comes for him I chas’d away :
Alone I wander, ‘and i fecret figh, -

And mem’ry brings my faglt for ever nigh.
I wifh, alas! but gil] I with in vain,

The joys I flighted won’d return again ;
Loft by my fault, a keener paug [ prove,
And pine with all that punithes in love,

SUSAN.

Late as I went to market in the cart,
I heard & dmm —it chill’d me to the heart. -
My boding breaft prefag’d {ome mifchief nigh,
And my limbs trembled, tho’ I knew not why :
But when I faw the gandy ferjeant fland, . -
And hplding, lowely Lusssrin! thy hand,
In Sunday fuit, and as & hridegroom gay,
My ftrength forfook me, aad I fwoon’d away.wr
Still, #till his looks fhall faithful memory bear ;
Ah! fiill the pleafure and the pain I fhare.
His hat, which ever, till that morp, he'ware
Flapp’d on all fides, or flapp'd 3t leaft hefors,
Now fmartly cock’d, and fmartly wors, difplay’d
One eye-brow, one was hid beneath the thade ;
A green cockade sdorn’d the button-fide,.
And his face flufh’d with mingled joy and pride:
His dark brown hair, which hung uacomb’d fo late
O’er his broad fhoulders, negligeat and ftraight,
Now ty’d behind, and curl’d at either ear,
Lopk’d like the captain’s, wha call’d Joan ¢“my dear.”

I
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I gez’d with pleafure, but the pleafure fled,
‘When foon he follow’d where the ferjeant led ;
No more returning : ~—now the dangerous fea
Flows a wide wafte twixt Lusaerxir and me:
On foreign lands my abfent foldier’s laid,

And wanton’s pleai’d with fome outlandith maid.
©Oh happy fair! O Lusserkin, untrue,
How could’ft thou lift, and how forget thy Sux !

ROSALIND,

When fond AMyYNTAS woo'd me to be bleft,
T mock’d his paffion with a taunting jeft:
In vair his faithful paffion perfeverd ;
I heard him not, or flighted if I heard:
But when light Rocer, fam’d for guileful art,
‘Woo’d me, alas! I gave him all my heart.
Sweet was his converfe to my lift’ning ear,
And fohdly I believ’d his vow fincere.
AMyNTAS left me with a juft difdain,
Nor cou’d his abfence give my breaft a pain.
‘But, as to milk (ill luck wou’d have it {o)
Thro’ goodman Hopeson’s clofe I chanc’d to go,
I caught young Rocer, ’midft the ofiers laid,
I caught him, Susan, with the parfon’s maid !
She fled ;—he fmil’d ; and, mad with rage, I cry’d,
¢« Henceforth approach me not;”’ —and he comply’d.

-

SUSAN.

Peace may return ; and from the diftant fhore
My foldier never to forfake me more.
O come, my LusBerxin! and blefs’d with thee,
I’ll join at Chriftmas in the general glee. :
- Mm:2 Thou
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Thou, fkill’d in feats of war, fhalt win the prize,
Engage all withes, and attra& all eyes:

My envy’d arms fhall hold thee to my breaft,

And love and pride fhall join to make me blefi.

ROSALIND,

Oh' would AMYNTAs but return, he’d find
His grateful Rosarinp for ever kind.
Where, gentle fhepherds! does my thepherd firay #
Pl track his fteps thro’ ev’ry winding way ;
Thro’ every vale I'll hafte ; nor will I dread
The thickeft woods and darkeft groves to tread 3
And when the briars my tender feet fhall wound,
The blood, where’er I pafs, fhall mark the ground,
This, when he fees, relenting fhall he fay,
At length her pains have wafh’d her faults away.
Then-—but what arts fhall footh the chearlefs day,
Till happier hours our forrows fhall o’erpay ? —

SUSAN.,

Let not the heart with hopelefs anguith bend ;
Soon changing fortune fhall our loves befriend :
At the fquire’s wedding will I flily take
Three broken morfels of the bridal cake :
Dame Dosson’s wedding ring I’ll borrow too,
And thrice three times I'll pafs the morfels thro’.
Beneath thy pillow and my own when laid,
Such dreams fhall rife as footh the love-fick maid;
Such dreams as promife more fubftantial blifs,
The real lover, and the waking kifs.

Pleas’d with the flattering thought, they feek their cot,
A while the pains of haplefs love forgot. i
o o THE
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THE PARSGON: S
AN ECLOGUER®.

Small neat houfe, and little fpot of ground,
Where herbs and fruits,and kitchen ftuff were found,
"The humble vicar of NorTH-WiLFoaD blefs’d,
Small was his living—but his heart at reft:
Unfeen, unblam’d, he pafs’d his time away,
He fmoak’d or rode, or mus’d, or walk’d all day 3
‘Thro’ all the year no anxious cares he knew,
But juft at Eafter, when he claim’d his due;
And then the furly rufticks churlith pride
His well earn’d tythes difputed or denied.
‘The vicar, fill preferring want to firife,
Gave up his dues to lead a peaceful life.
His garden once in penfive mood he fought,
His pipe attended, as a friend to thought;
And while the fmoak in eddies round him play’d,
A neighb’ring vicar ent’ring he furvey’d :
One like himfelf, a downright honeft prieft,
‘Whofe love of peace his fcanty dues decreas’d.
" Suppofe the little ceremonies done,
And all the rites of lighting pipes begun;
Suppofe the whiffs in {ober fort flow round,
And both in mufing very deeply drown’d ;

® This little poem was written at the requeft of the author’s
ever-honoured father, a worthy country vicar, who felt mnch from
the evil here hinted at,

For
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For fo it was—"till thus the firft good man,
Fetch’d a deep whiff, and anxioufly began.

FIRST PARSON.
Wou’d God, my friend ! his goodnefs had affign’d
Some fot more fuited to my fetling mind : :
Lefs tho’ my income, if from torture fréé,
Content would well fupply the lofs t6 me:
For all the Pnce, the little dues I glean,
Or raife my fcorn, my pity, or my fpleén.
I’ll twll thee—but e’en now a neighbour came,
Pale want diffus’d o’er all his meéagre frame ;
Five pence the fum, he gave a fhilling o’er, -
Kind fhook his head, and with’d ke cou’d do srore:
I turn’d away, nor cou’d from tears reéfrain ;
*Twas death to take it,~— to réfufe it vain.

.SECOND PARSON.

Such gentle manners more affe& the mind
Than the rough rudenefs of the bafer kind :
+ Juft ere I came, a ruflick braggart elf,
Proud of his purfe, and glorying in hie pelf,
Approach'd, and bold démanded what to pay,
¢ What claims the prieft, whom we maintain to prayi”
Th’ account he gave me of his ftock, I knew
Was half curtail’d, and fcarce one number true 3
Howe’er my filence favour’d the deceit,
And, fond of quiet, I conceal’d the cheat:
Yet when the fmall, the half-demand I made,
He bullied, fwore, and damn’d the preaching trade ;
All God’s good houfhold with irreverence curs’d,
And me with foul abufe as far the worft !

' Thou
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‘T'hou know’ft, my friend, what agonizing fmart,
Such brutal outrage gives the tender heart.

FIRST PARSON.

Too well, alas! too fatally I know—
From whence thefe complicated evils flow;
From tythes, from tythes, the clergy’s woes arife, [
‘They mar religion, nay, they rob the fkies. ;
Would God our monarch’s ever-gracious hand
In this wou’d deign to blefs the wretched land :
‘Wou'd God, the tythes, like taxes might be paid,
A fix'd revenue by fome ﬁatgg_gfnade :
How then wou’d blett religion rear her head!
How thro’ each village kindly virtue fpread !
‘What fouls with heav’nly comforts would be bleft !
How happy, then, parifhioners and prieft!
Thus of true grievances the priefts repin’d,
And with their own fpoke all their brethren’s mind.
When toll’d the bell, and to the church flow move
Six virgins, bearing one who died for love.
‘The grave debate was filenc’d by the bell ;
"The vicars rofe, and kindly took farewell,
The firft his fermon feeks, and haftes away
‘The laft fad duties to the dead to pay:
From love he much advis’d the youthful throng,
Drew tears from all, and pleas’d, tho’ preaching long:
‘While flow his brother on his eafy pad,
Pac’d home full grave, and ruminating fad.

FINTIS
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 HYMN
TO

VIRTUE

EV ER lovely and benign,

Endowed with energy divine,
Hail Virtue! hail! from thee proceed
The great defign, the heroic deed,
‘The heart that melts for hﬁman woes,
‘Valour, and truth, and calm repofe.
‘Though fortune frown, though fate prepare
Her fhafts, and wake corroding care,

Az - Though
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Though wrathful clouds involve the fkies,
Though lightenings glare, and ftorms arife,
In vam o fhake thcxuxltkfs foud, -
Changcd fortune frowns, and thunders toll -
Pile, Avarice, thy yellow hasrd.,
_‘gpicz;\d, Luxury, thy coftly board ;
Ambition, crown‘thylhcad wiith ba;'s ;
Let Sloth rectine on beds of eafe;
Admired, adored, let B,e_gutx roll
The magic eyc that melts the foul, |
Unlefs with purifying &ses
Virtue the confgions foul in{pires,
In vain, to bar intruding wes,
Wealth, fame, and power, gnd plealuse fow
To me thy foveseign gift impars,
The refolute unthaken heast
To guide me from thi\: flowery weyg
Where Pleafuge tunes her firenchoga & = -

P v - . Deceitful
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Deceitful path! where8hame and, Cate,
Concealed the poifendis foaft prepanc!
And fhield me with thy geneddud pride -
When Fafhien fceffs, and foels deride,
Ne’er let Ambition’s meteor-ray

Miflead my resfon, amd hetray

My fancy with the gilded dream

Of hoarded wealth, and noify fame:

But let my foul confenting.flow
Compafflionate of others, woe:

Teach me the kind endearing art

‘To heal the mourner’s broken heart,

To eafe the rankling wounds of Care,
And footh the frenzy of Defpair.

So, lovely virgin, may I gain

Admiffion to thy hallowed fane,

Where Peace of Mind, of eye ferene,
Of heavenly hue, and placid mien,

‘A

Leads,
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Leads, fmiling, thy celeftial choir,
And fmites the confecrated lyre. ’

O may that minftrelfy, whofe charm
Can Rage, and Grief, and Care difarm,
Can paffion’s lawlefs force controul,

Soothe, melt, and elevate my foul!

THE
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THE WAIL OF ELVINA.
AN ODE.

W HAT time the foft-eyed ftar of eve

.~ 'Gleamed on the gently-trembling wave, - *
From Bara’s ifle the fighing gale
Wafted E;§1§A’s ruefal wail,

Forlorn her lovely locks fhe tore,

‘.And poured her forrows on the defert fhore.

¢ Ye rocks,” fhe cried, ¢ ye !helv;ing caves
« Whofe fides the briny billow laves,

¢ Ye cliffs far-frowning o’er the deep, -

¢ Ye loncfome ifles, to you I weep,

¢¢ Far diftant from my father’s halls,

¢¢ The towers of Moran, and my: native walls. -

Ag “0 Moun;
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¢ O Moraw, are thy warriors fled ;

¢ Difwitl asd davk thelr ndtsow Wed !

¢¢ Silent they fleep! the nortb.-w'ind cold

¢¢ Blows dreary oer their crumbling mould.
¢¢ Silent they fizep! mo dawning day

4 Vifits tho giave, or walses their (ironded ¢lay,

¢ At dead of night a cry was heard— '
¢ O why was MoraN unprepar'd ?

“ No w?.tchman on the caftle-wall!

« No wakeful warrior in the hall !

‘¢ Atdead of night the crafty foe

¢ Rufhed from the main and ftruck the vengeful

blow.

¢ To arms, cried Monan! but in vain (.
« 1 faw my warlike brothers flain!
.1 fmw my father’s Bofn gor'd!
¢ By Cadwal’s numerous hoft 0’erpower’d
. 6 _ ' “ He
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¢ He felt! and from the guthing wouhd,
#¢ Recking and red hix life-blood fircamed around,:

*¢ Mingling with fmoke I faw the fire
¢ Along the rendihg walls afpire!

¢ Now rage impetuous in the halll.

#¢ (I heard the erathing rafters fall!)

¢¢ Now o’er the roof and turrets high
¢¢ It'blazes fierce and furious to the fky.

“0 fpare a_helpieﬁ maiden, fpare!

¢¢ The orphan’s piteous pleading hear!—
¢ They bore me thence, My ftreaming eyea
¢¢ Beheld thefe awful cliffs arife.

¢¢ Foul ravifher!—Ye rocks, ye waves,

¢¢ O fave me, hide me in your lonely caves!

¢¢ Foul ravifher!—yet pale Difmay
¢ And Vengoance mark thee for their prey:

Unnerved,
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¢ Unnerved, appalled by confcious fear, X
*¢ Remorfe thall drive thee to defpair: :
*¢ My fpirit, wailing in the blaft,

¢¢ Shall fhake the counfels of thy guilty breaft.”

*Twas thus the wailed, till by degrees
The voice came broken in the breeze 3
The feaman, piteous of her woe,
Turned to the fhore his friendly prow,
But long, alas‘! ese dawn of day,

The voice grew weak, and feebly dy’d away.

"THE
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THE ROSE.

AN IDYLLION.

SAID Ino, ¢ I prefer the Rofe .
¢ To every vernal flower that blows ;

¢¢ For when the fmiling feafons fly,

¢ And winds and rain deform the fky,

« And Rofes lofe their vivid bloom,

¢¢ Their leaves retain a fweet perfnnic. .

¢ Emblem of Virtue ! Virtue ftays

¢¢ When Beauty’s tranfient hue decays :

¢« Nor Age, nor Fortune’s frowns efface -

¢¢ Or injure her inhereng grace.”

¢¢ True,” anfwered Darunis; ¢ but obferve,

¢¢ Unlefs fome careful hand preferve -

¢¢ The leaves, before their tix;ts decay,

¢¢ They fall neglefted : blown away

N uBy
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¢ By wintry winds and beating rains,

" ¢ No velh.g! of perfunf® rentling.© * *
¢¢ Some kindly hand moft interpofe,

¢¢ For fore ti:; wum'y t;n;pe& ;blows, .

" ¢ And weak and delidiite the Rofe.”

" ..

DAPHNIS AND INO.
AN IDYLLION.

AS Daruwis, amorous fhepherd, fung
Iro the beantifal ard young,
<« Ceafe,” faid the nymph, *“let Virtue’s praife -
¢ Adorn and /elcute‘ thy lays: -
¢ The tuneful Mufes were defign’d
¢ To raife and pwify the mind.

» ¢ Paint
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¢ Paint the fair foblings.of the heart,:

¢ Candor that foomms -igneble art,

< Simplicity devnid of guide, . - ..

< Pity’s foft.eye, and Merey’s fmile .

“¢ Nor let the rhyme for ever tua

“ éacred to Venus dnd her fon.”

The obedient thepherd told hiow fair

The native charms of Virtue were, -

And hiow her heavenly fmiles impart
Ecftatic rapture to the heast.

<¢ Nildl,” e fong, ¢ a8 .orieat day,

¢ And beauteous as the .bloom of May,

¢¢ She moves with grace, and fpeaks wich eafe 5
¢ For Nawre formed .the Fair to pleafe:

¢ Loofe flow her tseffes to the gale,

“¢ The lovelieft virgin of the vale.”

The gamefome fhephexds langhed, and-faid,
“ Yes, Virtue is a lovely maid,

. ¢ And,
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¢ And, ftrange to tell, we oft have {ee;n
¢ The goddefs dancing on the green!
¢ DarnuNis even now perceives the fairl
¢ Why elfe his warm impaffioned air?
¢ Why elfe the flames that fire his eye ?
¢ Loft voice? and pulfes beating high
Ino bluthed lovelier than the rofe
That with the dewy morning" blows,
And confcious would have frowned : in vain!
A fmile furprized her!. and again
She bluthed, and would have frowned; but ftill
The fportive traitors of her will,
Unbidden fmiles, the nymph betray'd,
And with her frowns and blufhes play’d.
“ Mi{lakén boy!” fhe cried, ¢ away!
¢¢ Nor venture on the moral lay':
¢ Fit minftrel of the Idalian grove,
¢ Go, fing of Venys and of love.”
The
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‘The difconcerted fhepherd figh’d:

And to the bluthing maid replied,

¢ *Tis faid or fung, would Virtue deign

¢ In mortal guife to vifit men,

¢ Glowing with elegant defire

< All that beheld her would admire.

« With this 'opinion I agree,

¢ For, Ino, fhe would fmile like theel

¢¢ Like thee would fweetly mufe; thy bloom,
¢¢ Thy form .and features would affume;

¢ Would mildly cenfure if my lay

“ In beauty’s praife fhould go aftray.

* To me, mfported with my theme,

4¢ Already ye appeared the fame!

4¢ Shepherds, be cﬁﬁd, was I far to blame »”?

THE
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THE BEE,

AN IDYLLION,

«“ T'HAT Bee,” romantic Ino fid, |
¢ Gathering the fragrance of the mead,

¢« With dews, and juices from the dell,

« Affiduous flores her waxen cell. .

¢ Seoon as the vernal zephyr blows,

“¢ Soon as the Bluth of mom'ing. glows,

¢ To banks of thyme the haftes away,

« And ere the -fragrint ‘blooms demf,

¢ Unwearied 1oads her tittle thighs,

¢¢ Her work with bufy murmar plies,

s No;-,' ﬂutfcring vain on idle wing,

¢ In paftime waftes the breathing fpring,

¢¢ Till all the dewy blofloms fade,

¢ And winter defolate the mead.

. ¢ So,
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¢ So, warned by Wifdom’s prudent lore,
#¢ Man fhould itﬁprove the prefent hour,
¢¢ And, like the Bee, fhould fpurn delay,
¢ For time will fwiftly fly Away.”

‘She faid, but, with a roguith fmile,
Love flily liftened.all the whﬂe,

And thlus refumed the moral lay,

¢ Yes, time will fwiftly fly away:

¢¢ To give the formal dae her due,

¢« Wifdom for once hath fpoken true:
¢ Then haften, Ino, and enjoy

¢ The hour crc'_yonth and beauty fly.”

17

ON
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ON AUTUMN.

TIME flies; how unperceived, away!
Ere while the rofy-bofomed May
Adometi the woods and plains:
Now May’s enlivening fmiles are fled,
And fee, in yellow robes array’d,
" The jolly Autumn reigns.

And foon ;vill Autumn difappear,

Stern Winter defolate the year, = |
And ftorms invade the fkies.

So.man, the pageant of an hour,
Shines for a time in pomp and power,

And then unheard of dies.

Nor beauty’s bloom, nor regal ftate,

Nor the vain glory of the great,

¥

Ner
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Nor gold, nor glittering gems,
Can purchafe life: not even a mind
Warm with the love of all mankind

The parting breath redeems.

Yet for the few in Virtue's caufe,
Who fpite of Cuftom’s tyrant-laws,
Contemn low-mi.nded Care,

A radiant wrt;ath of power to fave
Beyond oblivion and the grave
Celeftial hands prepare.
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ON WINTER.

LO! the fngunt flowers decay,
The balmy zephyrs hafte away,
From the florm-engendering north .
Black embattled clpuds come forth,
And Winter through the lurid air
Rolls his fable-courfer’d car:
Around him kindred tempeffs croud,
And fweeping whirlwinds how! aloud,
Uthered with awful ftorms that roas
Impetuous from the mountain hoar,
Darknefs defcending fpreads her veil
Of thickeft gloom on hill and dale,
On lofty hall and turret high,
And not a fiar illumes the tky.
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Social pleafures now I fhare,
WhileJFriendfhip, of enlivening air,
Fills the gaily fparkling bowl:

To joy unbending all my foul,
While blithe good-humour brings along
The witty tale, the lively fong,
Laughter free, and Converfe gay,
Stealing the gloomy hours away.
Hence Referve with fearching eye,
Malice, and whifpering Calumny 3
Hence Revelry profane and rude,
Rufticity’s unpolithed brood 3

'Ye fell corroding Cares away !

On Avarice or Envy prey.
But if fublimer joys invite,
Beneath the favoaring gloom of night
1 trim my lamp, revolve the page,
And fcan the labours of the fage:
B3 . Chiefly
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Chiefly of thofe whofe curious art
Explores the mazes of the heart;
Explains what fine connedtions bind

The kindred fympathies of mind ;

Marks how the grouped ideas rife

To pleafe, afipnith, and furprize; )
And how the varlous figures flow

Rapid with joy, with forrow flow ; .

How wide ’the ungoverned paflions roll 3
How Rage and Hatred fhake the foul ;
How Envy poifons our repofe ;

And Vice begets a thoufand .WOCI.

Rapt with the theme:, O may T feel

How Virtue bids the ftorm bé fill,

Bids every raging paflion ceafe,

And pours th;: ile;;venly i)cam of peace.
When darknefs and the tempetfts fly,

If frofts unveil the azure ky :

Along
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Along the fopthern lea the M:fc
Her fweetly-penfive walk purfues,
Or by the brown forfaken wood,
Or by the icy-fettered fleod. v
Though May pc,r glowing tints refufe,
The rural fcene invites the Mufe :
Though flathing meteors fire the pole,
Though ftorms defcend, m§ thpnders roll, |
The foul, alive to Nature’s charms,
Rejoices in her dread alarms.
Ev-en ‘mid the wafte of wintry fkies
Beauty falutes poetic eyes ;
For fee! what gems of various ray
Sparkle on the leaflefs fpray!
Brighter, I ween, than thofe that thine
In the Indian or Brazilian mine.
And where proje&ing rocks diftil
Through mofly chinks the living rill,
B4 What
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What ftrange enchantment meets my eyes!
Lo! chryftal battlements arife!

Here fairy towers of orient fheen,’

And pillared porticos are feen,

Where fome Elfin dame may dwell,

Sovereign of the potent fpell.
Thefe, Winter, thefe delights are thine,
For thefe before thy icy fhrine
1 bend me, and devoutly pay
The tribute of 3 grateful lay,

THE
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T HE
DEATH OF EIRA,

AN ODE,
BTROPHE.

K IL D A! by thy winding fhore,
Cliffs abrupt and mountains hoar,

Erra, lovely as the mom,

Perithed frantic and forlorn.

) Wild, from yon towering mountain high,

Heard ye not the raven cry ?

Through the tempeft-threatening air

The fea-fow! fcreamed afar ; ‘

Then down the heaven’s ftupendous ﬂe;p

The fpirit of the whirlwind rode,

His fable courfers plowed the deep,

And Ocean’s angry furges roared aloud,

ANTI~
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ANTISTROPHE.

To the rock whofe rugged fides
Drcncix’d repel th’outrageous tides,
Sce! the billow-heaving blaft

Drives the bark with headlong hafte.
The tempeft rattles in the fails:

Now nor fail, nor helm avails!

Ah .mariners! in waywa'\rd hour

Ye brave the whirlwind’s power, —
They perifh! ’twas the cry of woe!— '
And now it founds a wilder ftrain!

And now—"tis pait! at pleafure blow

Tempefts! at pleafure heave the billowy main,

EPODE,

Wild as raging winds and waves,

Wild and weeping Eira raves,

[ 3

2

e i— e
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Beats her bofom, rends her hair!

Her bridegroom petifhed in the main!
Thy forrow, Eira, ftreams in vain}
No pity fways the florm’s inhuman ear.
- Him whom KiLpa’s maids deplore, .
Pleafing to th); foul no more,

On the boiling billow toft

Down to Er1n’s fhelving coafl,

Him relentlefs winds and wave

Drive through the deeps and coral caves. -

27

¢ And there I’ll clafp his corfe!” fhe frantic cried,-

And headlong plunged into the roaring tide.

THE
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THE INVITATION.

AN IDYLLION.

FAIR Lady, leave parade and fhow,
O leave thy courtly guife a while:
For thee the vernal breezes blow,

And groves, and flowery valleys fmile:

For no conceited felfith pride
Corrupts thy tafte for rural joy:
Nor can thy gentle heart abide.

The taunting lip, or {cornful eye.

Nor fcorn, nor envy harbour here,
Nor difcord, nor profane defires:
No flattery fhall offend thine ear,
For love our faithful fong infpires.

When
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When {miling morn arifeth gay,
lGilding the dew-drops on the lawn,
Our flocks on flowery uplands ftray,
Our fongs falute the rofy dawn.

When noon-tide fcorcheth all the hills,
And all the flowers and herbage fade,

We feek the cool refrething rills

That warble through the green-wood glade,

But when the lucid ftar of eve
Shines in the weftern fky ferese, -
The fwains and fhepherdefles weave

Fantaftic meafures on the green.

O Lady, change thy fplendid flate,
With us a fhepherdefs abide ;
Contentment dwells not with the great,

Butflies from avarice and pride.

29

The
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The groves invite thee, and our vale,
Where every fragrant 'budl that blows,
And every fireem, and every gale
Will yield thee pafime and repefe.

'THE PAINTER.

AN ANACREONTIC.

W HEN CaEa’s ibr{ afp'ir’d to fame,
Afpir’d to paint the Paprian dame,

Defpairing even in GrEECE to find ‘

In one the numerous charms combin’d

Of mein, and fhape, and hue, and air,

That conftitute the pee;lefs fair,

Anti being bound,” in love and duty,

To paint a paragon of beauty, -
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He travelled far, and gathered graces,
In varjoas lands, froi various faces,
The maidens, emuious of fame,
Crouded where’er the painter came:
One gave the foft feducing eye,

And one the morn/’s vermilion dye,
Another gave her flowing hair, |
And fome feemed confciqué of their air, -
Or bade the fnowy bofc;m heave,

Or fymmetty, or fweetnefs gave.

In BriTain’s ifle, in modern times,
Believe me, though I deal in rhymes,
Inftead of wandering far and near

For bloom and features, fhape and air,
Charmed in one heavenly form to find
Beauty’s fubduing Powc.rs combin’d,
The artift would have faved his toil,

Had he beheld Lavixra fmile,

3t

THE
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THE RELAPSE.

AN IDYLLION.

I’M free! no more with. dance and fong,
Shepherds, I join the rural throng,

For love in your aflembly reigns.

I’'m free! I’ve broke the tyrant’s chains,

Hence, far hence now let me ftray,

Where woods exclude the glare of day,

Where the tumbling high cafcade

Ruthes through the rocky glade,

Where the mournful ftock-dove moans,

And the groves return her groans,

And no joyful found is near

Rudely to invade mine ear.

Sweet Meditation! nymph that loves

To roam by twilight in the groves,

Condu&
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Condu& me to thy medly edll,
Where all alone thou loveft to dwell,
Shve wlx.en mufing Melancholy
Shuns with thee the,nojfe of folly ;
And ever teach me to defpife
Of fleeting life the cares or joys.
For what hath life but preying cares,
Slight pleafurcs, and pespetual fears,
Vain fcene of troubles and of toils!
Unlefs whet my Lavinia fmiles.
Lavinia! how the magic name
Shoots through my foul a living flame!
Subdues me! glides into my fong!—
Ah me! thefe gloomy groves.among
I faid I would fecurely rove
Free from the gyranny of love!
In vain!—Adieu, ye lonely ftreams,
Where meck-eyed-Meditation dreams ;

C

Adieuv,
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Adieu, ye clofe embowering fhades,
For love your thickeft gloom pervades.

HYMN
TO THE MUSE.

STROPHE.

W HILE I tune the votive lay,
And invoke the Mufe’s aid,

Hence, ye harpy cares, away!

Ngr profane the hallowed fhade.

Benign infpirer of my fong,

O come, and with thee bring along,

Effential to the tuneful vein,

Calm quict, and the foul ferene.

ANTI-
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ANTISTROPHE.,

Often have I left the plains,

Left the rural fports and play,

Carelefs of the nymphs and fwains,

Of their games and paftime gay;

By thee of every care beguiled,
Thoughtful I ranged the pathlefs wild,
‘Where lonely lakes refle&t the fkies,

And groves and hoary rocks arife.

EPODS.

Far in the foreft’s awful fhade,

Where Solitude, of penfive mien,

Reclined befide the high cafcade,

Admires the wild romantic {cene,

Pleafed as the torrent roars along,

Or liftening to the tartle’s fong ;
Cz2

35

Often
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Often my enchanted eyes

Saw thy myftic band arife,

And thy magic numbers fole,

Murmuring fweetly, on my foul,

STROPHE.

Ever as returning fpring

Smiled zufpiéiom on the mead,
And the temi)e&’s hoary king
Howling in the whirlwind fled,

B}' thee enlivened and infpir’d,

By natare’s powerful beauty fir'd,
Carelefs of cenfure, blithe and free,

I fung of nature and of thee,

ANTISTROPHE,

In the ftream-divided glade,
() _how fweet with thee unfeen,

6 - By
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By the bloomy hawthorn fhade

To enjoy the penfive fcene,

When Hesrer clofed the gates of day,
And Cy~THIA, with her filver ray,
Arifing o’er the mountain’s brow,
Gladdened the gloomy vale beloy.

EPODE,

Then iffing from their rocky fhelves,
Where dripping rills faft-trickling ftrain
In order meet the fairy-elves .
Extend along the flowery plain :

And now the mazy ranks advance,
Revolving wild the myftic dance

Shrill the elfin minftrels fing,

By the ftream the fprightly ring

Lightly trip the dewy plain

Round and round the glow-worm®s train,

C3 STROe

U
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STROPHE.

Mufe, thy fweet affuafive power
Soothes my foul, affailed with grief,
As the foft-defcending fhower

Gives the fickening rofe relief,

When o’er the yellow meads and vales
The madding rage of noon prevails,
And flowers and vivid verdure fade,

And thepherds feck the embowering thade.

ANTISTROPHE,

Thee, to Virtue near ally’d,

No ignoble cares controul;
Scc')rning pomp, defpifing pride,
Thine the independent foul.

How dear to love and friendfhip thou
Of turtle-eye and placid brow,

2

For
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For feelings exquifitely fine

And truth and tendernefs are thine,

EPODE.

While others in adventrous flight
Soar high on Pn?u.’quu wing, .

' Eager to found the bloody fight
And rc;l-ey’d war’s terrific king;
Give me, amid the lonely grove,
Unfeen, unheard, with thee to rove,
Free from anxious doubts and fears,
Far from pride and courtly cares,
Pallid envy, fierce cl'ébatc,

Calumny, and'rartxkling hate,

. C4

HYMN
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H Y M N
TO HEALTH,

0 By the gentle gales that blow
Refrething from the mountain’s brow,

By the vermil bloom of morn,

By the dew-drop on the thorn,

By the fky-lark’s matin Jay,

By the flowers that blooming May

Sprinkles on the meads and hills,

By the brooks and fu‘mir?g rlls,

Come, fmiling Health, and deign to be

IOur queen of rural fports and glee.

What fudden radiance gilds the fkies |

What warblings from the groves arife !

A breeae
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A breeze more oderiferous blows!

The fiream more mafically flows!

A brighter fmile the valley wears

And lo! the lovely queen appears,

O Health, I know thy blae-bright eye,
Thy dewy lip, thy rofy dye,

Thy dimpled check, thy lively air

That wins a fmile from pining care.
Soft-pinioned gales around thee breathe,
Perfuming dews thy trefles bathe,

The zone of Vexus girds thy waif,

The young Loves flutter roynd thy l;rea&,
And on thy path the rofe-winged hours
Scatter their ever-varying flowers,

See! the nymphs and every {wain

Mingle in thy feftive train,

With roguith wipks, and winning wiles,
.A'.nd yvhifyering low, and dimpling fmiles,

- And
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And many a tale, devi‘ed with care,

To win the bafhful maiden’s ear ;

And fweetly foothing blandifhment,

And the coy air of half confent;

And Joy, and rofe-complexioned Laughter
With tottering footftep following after.
Goddefs, ever blithe and fair,

Ever mild and debonair,

Stay with us, and deign to be

Our Queen of rural mirth and glee,

ANA-
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ANACREONTIC.

I Faix would fmite a louder ftring,

Of arms and martial feats would fing,
How WouLr fubdued the Gallic pride,
And like the conquering THEBAN died:
How foremoft in the ranks of war,

The fword of ScorrLanp flamed afar,
Dealt wild deftruétion to the foe,

And laid the howling INp1aN low:

From Pinpus, from CasTavLia’s fireams,
Deep-read in forms, and learned in names,
I bid the Mufe afcend fublime,

And build the everlafting rhime :

But forms, and long learned words arg vain,
Harfh and uncouth the ftubborn ftrain,

But when 1 fing the power of love,
Melody delights the grovey

Fragrant
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Frazrant blooming flowers asife,
Breathing incenfe to the fkics;
$>ft as evening zephyrs blow

' The ambling eafy numbers flow,
And by this proof comviaced, I fee,
O Love! T have no Mufe bat thee.

IDYLLION

To a GENTLEMAN of the Weft
. '

Indies on his Marriage,
o AN D thou haft dared to wear the chain!
¢ And flowery may the fetters be!
¢ If merit can the meed obtain,

¢¢ Content will ever fmile on thee,

« Con-
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e Connubial blefings fhall be thine,
¢¢ Connubial virtues warm thy breaft :

“ Trath, candour, and good-hamour join
¢< To render thee fupremely bleg.”

As thps the fwain, from every hill,
From every vale, and woody plain,
From every brook, and guthing rill
Wild-nymphs replied in plaintive Rrain:

“¢ Far from his native glades and groves,
¢¢ Far hence our chearful thepherd ftrays,
¢ Mid fouthern ifles and oceans roves, )

¢¢ Nor heeds our gratultating lays.

¢¢ Yet here no fiery ray inflames
¢¢ The breezelefs fky; our zephyrs blow
¢ Frefh from the mountain; and our ftreams

¢ Cool through the verdant valley flow.

< Here
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¢¢ Here Health of rofeat hue invites,

¢ Her breath perfumes the downy gale,
¢¢ The warbling of her fong delights
¢ The echoing green hill and the vale,

¢¢ Bleft with the affetions of the fair, -
¢¢ With truth, and peace, and lafting joy,
¢ Ne’er may the gloomy cloud of care

_ ¢« The funthine of his foul deftroy.”

Thine ablence thus our valley mourns,
/

And thus we hal thy tender love:

icho, the ftrain returns, returns

A mother’s voice from G—— grove.

TO
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+ TO HEALTH.

AN IDYLLION.

G ENIAL Health! that loves to dwell
Mid the rural wild retreat,

Where the balmy-breathing gale

Aye perfumes thy grafly feat:

Goddefs of the enlivening fmile,
On thy cheek the rofes glow,
And thy winning words beguile

Sorrow and the pangs of woe.

Ever on the upland lawn
Warbleft thou the oaten reed,
When the rofy-featured dawn

Beams upon the yellow mead,

Blithely
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Blithely dancing art thou feen
With the Iwains and filvan' maids,
When along the lilied green

Eve her dewy mantle fpreads.

Goddefs, from the flowery wafte,
Hear a fimple {hépherd’s prayer 3
Hear our valley’s fond requett,

And to PRoEBE’s bower repair.

With thy lenient breezes come!
With the enlivening {mile of joy!
O reftore her fading bloom!

O relume her languid eye!

And I ween no vulgar meed
Shall reward thy guerdian care,
If a fhepherd’s fimple-reed:

Ever won thy liftening ear.

THE
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THE INVITATION.

Written at ST. PETERSBURGH.

LE SBIA, return—I cannot fay
. To flowery fields, and feafons gay:
The Mufe defponding cannot fing
Of the fweet garniture of Spring,
Of funny hills, and verdant vales,
And groves, and fireams, and gentle gales:
Thefe in more hofpitable climes ’
May run mellifluent in my rhimes :
For Winter, hoary and fgvcre,
Rules, an imperious defpot, here,
In chains the headlong flood he binds,
He rides impetuous on the winds,

Before him awful forefts bend,

And tempefts in his train contend.

D

49

But
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But what though wintry winds prevail,
Thoygh Borzas #nds his rattling hail,
SiBeriaN fnows, and many a blaft
Howling along the dreary wafte,

From Samoipa to the' thares

Where black with ﬂt.mns the Euxing roars,
Thy blamelefs wit, thy polithed fenfe,
Can cafe and gaiety difpenfe.

Come then, my lovely Maid, and bring
The kindly inflaence of Spring :

Come witlh thy animating air,

And nature’s weary wafte repair.

HYMN
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"H Y M N
TO
$ OLI TUYDE

Y E 'vales, ye venerable fhades,

Ye gloomy groves, romantic glades;
To your retreats I fly ;
Remote from pride’s difdainful fneer,
And Folly’s rude, unmeaning leer,
And Envy’s venomed eye.
Oreaps and Dryabps, filvan powers,
* Inhabiting the caves and bowers;
Or ye that from the rocks and hills
Send rivers and refrething rills,
Propitious gl;ide me to the dells

Where SoLiTupE in quiet dwells.

D2 O have
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O have ye feen the gentle maid,
Her trefles waving to the wind,
Like a young thepherdefs array’d,
All in the mofly cave reclin’d,
Where the fragrant woodbine blows,
And a limpid fountain flows
Murmuring through the vale,
While far amid the deepening grove
Lorn PHiLoMEL attunes her love -
In wild notes warbling to the according gale ?
There mufing MELANCHOLY reigns,
And as fhe breathes her folemn ftrains,
The penfive thoughts in foft fucceffion rife,
Heaves the warm heart, and fwim the tearful eyes.
O Soritupe, of foul ferene,
Of thoughtful eye, and modeft mein,
Lovely philofophic maid
Guide me to thy filent fhade!
i 3 . Ofien
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Often in thy woody dell,
The Mufes tune the charming fhell
That fills the foul with ileavenly fires,
Undaunted, fortitude infpires,
Infpires magnanimous defigns,
The grovelling appetites refines,
The filken bands of pleafure breaks,
And vice’s wide dominion fhakes.
FronQ thee arofe the SaMiIaN fong;
From thee the laws of Numa fprung;
In later times by thee reveal’d,
LuTuer the beam of truth beheld,
And fearlefs bade the powerful light
Confound ‘the fpectres of the night;
Night fled with Superftition’s train,
The fcourge, the rack, the galling chain.
O lead me to the folemn groves,

. Where heavenly CoNnTEMPLATION roves :

Dj; The
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The holy hermit often frays

Far from the valley’s flowery maze;
Sequeftered on the mountains hoar,
Where forefts wave, aad torrents roar,
Incumbent o’er the rocky feep

He views afar the boundlefs deep,
And when the waves of Oc.cn roll,
Sublime delight fafpends his foul.

By him the emancipated mind
Leaves narrow Préjudice behind,
Soars high, beyond the fhrieks of night
Guides unappalled liet eagle-flight,
To meet Religion’s genuine ray,

¢ And mingle with the blaze of day.”

TO
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TO MIRTH

AN IDYLLION.

H ASTE thee, MizTH, enlivening powen,
Parent of the genial hour,
Sportive god without delay
Animate our feftal day.
Here, where dewy rofes glow,
And the hawthorn bloffloms blow,
And the lively linnets fing,
Wave thy pleafyre-breathing wing.
Come, infpire the feftive ftrain ;
Come with all thy happy train,
Jovial Sports, alluring Wiles,
La;ughtcr, .and the dimpling Smiles,
Leave a while the Paruian grove,
Lo, the radiant Queen of Love,
D4 Ever
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Ever gentle, ever gay,

Hither -wins her cafy way.

And how lovely fhe appears!
Ixo’s form the goddefs wears,
With her unaffe@ted eafe,

And her native power to pleafe,
And her fweetly-penfive air,
And her fmiles that banifh care.
Hark! from every vocal grove, -
Shepherds fwell the raptured fong,
¢¢ Who is fhe that moves along;’

¢ Ino? or the Queen of Love

PLAIN
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PLAIN TRUTH.

TO A LADY.

AN ANACREONTIC.

'z AW AK E, my mufe! awake, my lyre!

¢ In Der1a’s praife: and may the lay,

¢¢ Glowing with pure poetic fire,

¢¢ Flow copious, elegant, and gay.

¢¢ Her virtues and her charms proclaim,
¢¢ Proclaim her innocent of guile,
¢ And gentle; and tran{mit to fame

¢ The power of her fubduing fmile.”

>Twas thus, reclined in yonder fhade,

1 oft invoked the mufe’s aid:

At
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At length fhe came; but vanifhed faft,
And fmiling archly as fhe paft, )
She faid, ¢ *Twere better had yo;n chofe
¢ To tell your tale in honeft profe;

« And therefore, when you call me next,

¢ Take my advice, and change the text;
* Invoke m¢ when you deal in fiction,

¢¢ Plain truth needs no poetic diftion,*

WITH
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WITH SOME FLOWERS,
TO A LADY.

AN IDYLLION.

T O thee, fweet-fimiling maid, I bring
The beauteous progeny of Spring;

TIn every breathing bloom I find

Some pleafing emblem of thy mind. '

The bluthes of that opening rofe

Thy tender modefty difclofe.

Thefe {fnow-white lilies of the vale,

Diffufing fragrance to the gale,

No oftentatious tints afflume,

Vain of their exquifite perfame ;

Carelefs, and fweet, and mild, we fee

In thefe a lovely type of thee,
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In yonder gay enamelled field

Serene that azure bloflom fmil’d;

Not changing' with the changeful tky,
Its faithlefs tints inconftant fly,

For unimpaired by winds and rain

1 faw the unaltered hue remain.

So, wer;: thy wild affe@ions prov’d, ‘
Thy heart by fortune’s frowns unmov’d,
Pleafed to adminifter relief,

In troublous t'imes would folace grief,
Thefe flowers with genuine beauty glow;
The tints from 'Natu're;s pencil flow ;
What artift co'uld‘ improve their bloom ?
Or meliorate their fweet perfume ?
Fruitlefs the vaixll attempt. Like thefe,
Thy native truth, thine artlefs eafe,

Fair, unaffeted maid, can never fail to pleafe.




RUNNY MEAD.

NOVEMUR ENIM, NESCIO QUO PACTO,
LOCIS IPSIS IN QUIBUS EORUM QUOS
DILIGIMUS AUT ADMIRAMUR
ADSUNT VESTIGIA.

Cic. pE LEa.



A conference between the King and the Barons was
appointed at Runny Mead, between Windfor and
Staines, a place which has ever fince been ex-
tremely celebrated on account of this great event.
The two parties encamped apart like open ene-
miess and, after a debate of a2 few days, the
King, with 2 facility which was fomewhat fuf-
picious, figned and fealed the Charter which was
required of him. This famous deed, commonly,
called the Great Charter, ecither granted or
fecured very important liberties and privileges
to every order of men in the kingdom.

Huwus’s Hist. Chap. ii.
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HERE will I flay my ftranger-fieps, and greet

This hallowed field. Here, though untkilled
to breathe

Soft melody, mine oaten reed fhatl pour

The fong bfgratu.laﬁoh. Runny Meab,

Thee I falute with reverence! not that May

Accompanied with odoriferous gales,

Vifits thy border, and with herbs and flowers

Arrays thee; nor that THaMES *mid willowed ifles,

And fruitful field, flow-winding from the towers

And groves of WinNDsor, laves thy margin green,

Rendering thee homage ; nor that Coorer-uiLL,

Adorned with verdure, and renowned in fong,

6 Defeads
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Defends thee from the fultry fouth, Itis
ThatFreedom honours thee—hail, Ruxny Mezap!
Illuftrious field! like MarAaTHON renown’d!

Or SarLamis, where Frcedom on the hofts

Of Persia from her radiant fword thook fear
And dire difcomfiture! Even now I tread

Where ALB10N’s antient Barons won the pledge
Of independence. Here on ftately fteeds

Gaily caparifoned, their fhields engrav’d

With fair atchievements, and devices quaint

Of chivalry, with plaited mail and fpear
High-flaming they advanced. Their brow fedate,
And ftedfaft mein announced the vigorous mind
Determined for the public weal. Rebuk’d

By their fuperior genius, though begirt

With flattering minions, in thy fullen eye,
PrLanTAacENET! thine abje& fpirit lour'd.

¢¢ Think
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¢ Think not,” they cried, ¢ thou reigneft and
art rever’d
¢¢ By free-born men to gratify thy pride
¢¢ And worthlefs appetites. Miftaken Prince,
¢¢ Can regal titles, like a potent {pell,
¢¢ Confer dominion ? or can founding phrafe,
¢¢ Monarch and Emperor, mere words, convey
¢¢ A right to tyrannize? Or halt thou dream’d ’
¢¢ That chofen genii at the birth of kings
¢ Prefide aufpicious, forming them for rule
¢ And hiéh pre-e\minence? What earth refin’d
¢ By ftellar influence mild, tempered in foils
¢¢ ELYs1aN, moiftened with the dews that bathe
¢¢ The blooms of Parapi1se, hath Nature fought
< To fathion princes? Or what obvious proo(
-¢¢ Of peerlefs worth, ffamped on their outward
form, .

¢ Commands obedience? In the haughty eye,

- E « And
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¢ And on the lofty forehead, Pride alone

¢¢ Hath graved the law, ¢ Obey me, and fubmit
‘¢ Implicit to my will.” An impious law,

¢¢ Unwarranted by reafon, and condenm’d . T
¢¢ By the ingenuous diates of the heart |

¢¢ Say, can the Monarch, or proud Baron, boaft
«¢ Finer materials, or more fkilled device r
¢ In their formation, or more carious fhape

¢ And miniftry of limbs, than he that plows

¢¢ The glebe, and earns his livelihood with toil ?
¢ Yet with no dainty cates the mapple dith

¢ Regales his palate; and from wintry winds

¢¢ He fecks the fhelter of his humble cot,
¢¢ Unenvious of the lofty hall begirt
¢¢ With towers and battlements. No purer gales -
¢« Infpire thy éant'mg lungs, than what he brcathes
¢¢ To woods and wilds in lively-ditted fong.
“¢ Vain pageantry and long parade of flate

« Work«
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¢ Working on idle fancy, fill the crowd
*¢ With gaping wonder: but will pale Difeafe
s Regard thy royalty ? Or can thy power '
¢¢ Stay or repell the arm of Death? He comes,
¢¢ No fupple courtier trim, with lip that wears
*¢ Sweet filken fmiles, inviting to the feaft,
¢ Or fair aflembly of foft maids. He comes, ’
¢ Haggard and ftern; a fhape uncouth, with frowns
€« H'onfriﬁc to confound thy pride, and wafte
¢¢ Thy pampered carcafe. Know, to all mankisd,
¢¢ Nature accords like appetites and powers
¢ Of genuine pleafure, Th;: laborious hind
¢¢ Like thee enjoys the bed of eafe ; enjoys
¢ The balmy pleafures of applaufe; and wooes
«¢ The fweet endearments of domettic life.
¢¢ Perchance more mufical the father’s name
¢ Saluteth his ear; the appellation bland
¢ Of hufband, dews of fofter blifs diftils

E:z “ On
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¢¢ On his confenting heart, than'kings have prov’d
¢ Amid the glare of courts. What taftes befide,
¢ Thy breaft folicit, or what paffions fire,
¢ Require the rule of reafon: if indulg’d
¢« Beyond due limits, they degrade the foul,
¢¢ And .poifon our repofe. To fhame the night
¢ With revelry and riot, to confume
« The day in torpid floth, to be admir'd
¢ And gazed at by the gaping croud, to fold
¢ Thy limbs in foft apparel, and to feed
¢ On dainty viands, while continual {miles
* Of fawning minions weary thee, hehold -
“ ';‘he fum of thine enjoyments! fpurious joys!
« The brood of falfe Opinion, in the lap
¢« Of Flattery nurft, and fofteréd.with the fmiles
¢ Of felf-applauding Vanity. For thefe
¢¢ Wouldit thou enflave thy fcliow-med;;?; deprive
¢¢ Them of their native rights? O worfe than wild

¢¢ Vora-
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€¢ Voracious tyger! he purfues the fawn
«¢ To gratify his natural wants: but tho.u,
€< To gratify thy {purious paffions, born
¢¢ Of vice, unowned by nature wouldt condemn
¢¢ Thy fellow-men to mifery. Caft down
* The proud prefumptuous thought; and feek the
fame
¢ To reign thy people’s fatl;er, to preferve
¢¢ Their independence, and prevent the woes
¢¢ That fpring from anarchy and fierce mifrule.”
O gallant chiefs! whether ye ride the winds,
Bound on fome high commiffion to confound
The pride of guilty kings; or to alarm
Their coward fpirits through the realms of night
Hurl the tremendous comet ; or in bowers
Of blooming paradife enjoy repofe ;
I ween the memory of your patriot-zeal
Exalts your glory, and fublimes your joy.
Ej That
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That day, reclining in his mofly hall,
Raifed on high colomns, paved with ores, and
roof'd
With chryftal, underneath the gliding wave,
Amid the affembly of the watery powers
Swelling his tide with tributary ftreams,
Trames heard the tidings; and his prefcient mind
Was rapt in far futurity. ¢ *Tis done!¥
He cried, ¢ ’tis done! the mighty deed atchiev’d,
¢¢ Big with important iffues! For a time,
¢¢ Though deftined days of havock and difmay
¢ May lour with hideous afpe&, yet athwart
¢¢ Thefe glooms horrific, lo! the ftar of peacs
¢¢ Arifeth radiant, fhedding beams of mild
¢¢ Afluafive influence. Lo, fhe comes! the comes!
¢¢ Frecdom from her celeftial bower defcends
¢ Girt with refulgent glory, to promote

.

2 113 Thc
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¢ The independent virtue;, and improve:

¢¢.The latent principles of human worth.

¢¢ Hail, Freedom! hail! Like the pervading beam -
« Of TiTaN, through all nature kindling life,

¢¢ And health, and gladnefs, thy reviving ray

¢¢ Exhilarates and warms. Bereft of thee,

¢¢ Even in the bowers, and ﬂowcry paths of joy

¢« The firuggling figh arifes, chilling fear

¢ Unnerves the heart, and fecret pangs of grief -
‘¢ Prey on the manly fpirit.  Soft the {mile

¢ Of orient Morn ; and fweet the ruftling wing

“ Of Zepnyr rifing from the wafte of flowers,

¢¢ And breathing fragrance; but nor orient Morn, -
¢ Nor fragrant ZEPHYR, nor ARABIAN c}imcs,

¢¢ Nor gilded cielings, can relieve the foul

¢ Pining in thraldom. On thy ftep attends

¢¢ Astraga fmiling, to the virtuous mind -

<t A lovely form, mild, and benevolent ;

E4 ¢ But
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¢ But to the foul foul with committed crimes

“ Frowning,an hideo;u Gorgon, armed with wrath,

¢« And clothed with deadly terror. Candid Truth,

¢¢ In white apparel, beauteous as the Mosn,

¢ The friénd of Juftice, honoured and careft

¢ By Liberty, revifits earth. Erewhile

¢¢ Banithed by Superftition’s yells and racks

¢¢ Tormenting, by fell tyranny difmay’d

¢¢ And perfecuted to etherial fields

¢¢ She winged her luminous flight: behind her
clog’d

¢« Deep darknefs. Beam, O- gentle Goddefs, beam

¢« Thy holy light! prote@ed by the fhield

“ Of Liberty, confound the dark deceit,

¢¢ The guile of fpecious priefthood, and expofe

¢¢ The cruelty and barbarous arts that lark

¢¢ Behind the bannered crofs. - In the lone walk

¢ Of Meditation let thy form ferene

¢ Salute
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¢¢ Salute the pondering fage, and chear his foul
¢¢ Labouring in doubts, in wild opinion’s maze
‘¢ Perplexed and wandering. By thineeye difpers’d,
¢¢ Millions of varying fhades, and fhapes uncouth,
¢ Thin air-blown theories,. and {yftems wove
¢¢ With fancy’s wopf,. gliftening in tranfient beams
¢ Of novelty, diffolve. The unreal form
¢¢ Of Error, vefted in the motlied garb
«« Of Ignorance and Folly, trickt with fmiles -
¢« Perfidious, vanithes in air. What ftrains
¢ Of warbled melody delight my foul ?
¢ Fl;om groves, and glades, and eyery winding:
. fiream

¢ Harmony breathes! The powers of fong awake
‘¢ Their numerous defcant. They in ages paft
¢¢ Hight nymphs Pigr1an, in the Aonian glades,
¢ By fireams of fair Ceprisvus, orin groves
¢ Of HeLicon, fweet-fmiling' minftrels, dealt

¢¢ Har-
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¢« Harmony to the liftening ifles and fhores

¢ Of Grecce. How foon fair Liberty, betray’d

¢¢ By venal arts and foul corruption, fled

¢¢ Her cities, and the towers of Parvras fell

¢¢ A prey to thraldom, the melodious choir

¢¢ Ceafed their fweet warbling. Yet in after times

¢¢ Their voice was heard, and when defpotic power

¢¢ Aflumed the mien of Liberty, a ftrain

«¢ Energic flowed by T1skr, and the pipe

¢ In ManTua warbled. Ah! full foon the roar

¢¢ And diffonance of difcord harfh, and frowns

¢ Of tyranny, whofe rugged vifage damps

¢¢ The genial fervors of the foul, and quells

¢¢ The afpiring fpirit, marred their heavenly fong.

* ¢ Again they lift their tuneful voice, and pour

;‘ Their fweet affuafive nambers. Deadly feuds,

¢ And war, and carnage, and the groans of death, -

¢¢ Shall ceafe: the iflands and the fruitfol vales
¢¢ Shall
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¢¢ Shall fhout with gladnefs ; and the mingled dance,

« The fprightly tabor, and the pipe fhall chear

<« My willowed banks. Ye villagers, rejoice;

¢« And ye who cultivate the fertile glebe

¢ Carrol the gladfome fong. For you the plain

¢¢ Shall wave with wheaten harvefts ; and the gale

¢ From blooming bean-fields fhall diffafe perfame.

¢¢ In gallant order, o’er my curling wave,

¢¢ Arrayed in gay apparel, crowned with gems,

¢ Commerce exuléing guides her burnithed prow.

¢¢ Hail Lady, welcome to the fhores and fireams

¢¢ Of fea-girt ALsron. From the mountain’s brow

¢¢ Defcend propitious O ye gales! and fwell

¢ The floating canvas. Waft to diftant fhores

¢¢ The fruits of ALBion’s cultured ficlds ; the
fleece

¢¢ Shorn from her milk-white flocks; and in return,

¢ Give power and fame to her deferving race.”

He



26 RUNNY MEAD.

He ¢etfed ; and lo! with glad accord the nymphs
Raifed the foft fymphony : and on thy lap,
Fair fisld! invoked the foftering dews, and fhowers,
And weftern gales, to fcatter opening blooms.-
Famed Ruxxy Meap! thee I furvey with awe
And holy reverence. ‘May no impious ftep
Profane thy ballowed bounds, O ye, immerft
In Iuxury or fhameful floth, the flaves
Of pleafure, who negle@ the warning voice
Of public virtue, when 2 nation’s tears
Implore deliverance from oppreflion’s rod,
Or baleful penury !—O ye who dare,
In fpite of thame, regardle(s of contempt,
For paltry gold, or‘titles falfely deem’d
ﬁmcurs, your peerlefs birth-right fell, and bend
Submiffive to the yoke!—O ye who bathe
Your fpecch in honied flattery, who mould

Your pliant features to affenting {miles,

And
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And heap mean incenfe on the fplendid Ih;ini
Of arrogating Pride'c——O falfe of heart

Ye who enflamed with avariee, or revenge,

Or envy, or ambition, dare affume

The femblance of fair Liberty, to fire

The madding multitude, and from her dens
Infersal to provoke the faaky fiend,

Frantic Sedition—Hence ye tainted crew,
Nor tafte this air, nor with licentious ftep
Profane this hallowed ground. The virgin-choir
Pier1ax here fhall fcatter garlands wove

With flowers of ATTica, and thofe that bloom
By Acanrtere’s tuneful fount. The powers
And virtues delegated to proteét

The human race, with ALB1on’s antient chiefs,
Shall here affen’xble, and high councils hold

To blaft the might, to countera& the fpells

of

-
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Of Vice ; arch-necromancer; and fecure
The happinefs ordained to mortal man,

And now return, my vagrant Mufe! full bold
Haft thou adventured, and haft fwelled a note
Of higher utterance than befits the reed
Of an unpolithed minftrel. Yet the lay
Flows not in vain, nor without high reward
Of honour, if the illaftrious few approveA
Who value Independence, and have vow’d

By Truth and Virtue to maintain her power.




C ORSIC A.

WRITTEN AT

StT. PETERSBURGH,

M.DCC.LXVIIIL






C ORSIC A

BR ITONS, awake! fhake off the unfeemly
bands

Of indolence and pleafure : from the embrace

Of wantonnefs arife : wafte not thofe powers;

Dettined by nature for illuftrious deeds;

In revelry and riot. O how long;

Harrowing the foul, fhall enm’ty and ftrife

biﬁra& your reafon, and deftroy your peace?

What angry {pirit hath gone forth, poffeft

Your troubled minds with difcord; and enflam’d

The frenzy of fedition ? fhamelefs race!

The laft of power, the fordid thirft of gain

Compell your hearts; and pleafure’s poifonou;

" dranght:

F T Wit
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With fecret, fwift-confuming influence, waftes

Your boafted vigor. Tame, can ye behold

Oppreflion, with inhuman rage, purfue

The guiltlefs ; burning with unhallowed zeal

To crufh the free-born, and enthrall the brave ¥
O Corsica, for thee my fpirit grieves!

By nature deftined the retreat of peace,

And {miling freedom ; like BriTANNIA, girt

With guardian-waves, thy vales and watered plains

To perfevering toil and culture yield

Abundance ; not {pontaneoufly profufe

To pamper floth, but fertile to reward

The arts of induftry. In vain thy feas

Defend thee, and thy fruitful vales in vain

Have courted freedom. From the LaTian fhore,

The Roman eagle, ravenous for the prey,

Ravaged thy fields : the CarrracINIAN fpoil’d

Thy ﬂowéry vallies : and in later times,

The
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The Saracen defiled thy flrcams with gore: .
Thefe were thy foes profeit. -,B'ut under guife
Of plighted faith; the falfe L:'cumx, fkil’d -
In perfidy and guileful arts, impos’d

The yoke of thraldom. Thus frem age to age
Thy genius ﬁrugglcd with inceffant toils ;
And what fuftained thee but the generous zeal
For ~indcpendenc;:? Hence tﬁy valiant chief
Pascat arofe, from tyranny, and guile
Perfidious, to affert thy rights. In vain!

"The Gaut infatiate, burning with the pangs
Of wild ambition thwarted, pours an hoft
Leagued with injuftice, to oerwhelm the f;)ns

. Of freedom, by ingenuous freedom bold.

O Corsica, for thee my fpirit grieves!
Moved with compaffion, while in thought I view
Thy cities défolate, thy fruitful fields
Ravaged and wafte. Slain in the prime of life

Fz  Tiy
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Thy warriors perith ; and thy hoary fires
Welter in blood ; thy matrons frantic, howls |
And with difhevelled locks, thy tender maids
Difgraced, unpitied, wail. Who fhall arife,
Faithful to virtue, and affured of fame,

To thield the guiltlefs, to defend the weak,
And break oppreflion’s tod 2 O who hath heard
The voice of Freedom pleading with her fons 2
That voice which penctrates and fires the heart,
Rouzes the powers of aftion, and difpels
Pleafure’s deluding dream. To Arsron’s cliffs
The goddefs turns her tender-weeping eye:

So weeps a mother, injured and oppreft ;

So flies for fuccour to her elder-born.

O BriTons! lether pleading touch your hearts :
Hath fhe not cherithed you? hath not her power
In perilous times {uftained you; and repell’d
The weapons of opprefion? Hence your fields

6 Wave
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Wave with abundance; and your ftreets rejoice,
Crouded and aftive. Hence to every wind
Commerce expands her fails : from every clime, - .
From Gances, and the fpicy groves of Inp,
Or from the weftern fhores and iflands laved
By the ATLanTIC, ‘wealth, the due reward
Of induftry, pours copious. Profpering arts,
Planted by Freedom, by her bounteous hand
Upheld, in Arg1ox fix their chofen feat.

But not alone, to pilé unbounded wealth,
To cherith arts, fecure and undifturb*d
To fhare the plenteous feaft, and reft at eafe
Beneath the bower of peace, hath Heav’n beftow’d
The precious boon. ’Tis that the minds of men,
Vigorous and unreftrained, may raife their powers,
Put forth the fruits of virtue, and exalt
Their nature to a higher rank. O ye,
Skilful to fearch the mazes of the heart,

Fj Weigh
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Weigh its perfetions, and explore its powers,

Is there a virtue more divinely fair,

More powerful to refif o’erwhelming vice,

And give our faculties, embellifhed, fir'd

With heavenly energy, - to foar fublime,

Than mild Benevolence? her radiant beams

Tilaminate the breaft, difpell the gloom

Of fordid paflions, calm o’erflowing rage,

With genial influence fofter and promote

The feeds of upright a&tion, and diffufe

Joy to the confcious heart, Se blith-eyed Spring

With {miles, and gentle airs, temperates the ky

From biting ¢clds, unbinds the frozen glebe,

And with diftilling dews prepares the year

For the fwect prageny of herbs and flowers,

Bat not alone in the forfaken vale

And woodland path, of folitude, by deeds

Of privat~e virtug, will the chofen fow
Warmed
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Warmed with the generous heart, valiant and free;.
Impreve their native fires. They climb the afcent
Of high renown: regardlefs of the {miles,

The foft enticements, and alluring arts

Of indolence and pleafure, they embrace

The weal of nations: dauntlefs, unappall’d
With perils, and with menaced death atchieve
Adtions of bold emprize : ad from the feat

Of power expel injuftice. "Fhus infpir’d,
Brirons arife! ye who enjoy the fweets,

The confcious dignity, the placid fmile

Of Liberty, impast the blifs to thofe

Who pant for independence ; yet behold

The yoke fufpended, and the fetters forg’d.

Is there a ftate more piteous than of men
Free-bern and brave, doomed by ambition’s rage
To pine in thraldom ? Heirs of light and life,
Heirs of the bounty poured impartial forth

‘ F4 By
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By nature to her fons, but of their right,

Their precious birthright, reft by lawle(s power!
Dragged forth relutant to the galling tafk,

No lenient hopes, no ray of promifed blifs

To chear their toil—dcfponding and difmay’d,
While ftern oppreflion, with rapacious grafp,
Seizes the pittance, earned with fleeplefs care,

A fcant provifion for their feeble age,

Or death-hed langour—whelmed with fha::y,

enflam’d
With thirft of vengeance, while the fcourge inflifts
Difhonourable pain——can they enjoy .
The {mile of peace? or can their humble roof,
Expofed to infult, and the fpoilers rage,
Yield confolation ? Mifer): worfe than death,
When free-born men, endowed with godlike rowers,
With generous paffions glowing, are compell’d
To obey the wild defires, or mean caprice

of
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©Of an imperious tyrant, when perchance

The heart revolts, and Virtue cries aloud

Againft the deed. Chilled by unkindly blights,

Their opening wvirtues languifh and decay.

Their features lofe the liberal air of truth

And open: eandour. Dark fuifpicion clauds

Their louring vifage ; and deceit perverts

Their faltering fpeech. When pride 'and avarice
wirp

The oppreffor’s heart, bar his relentlefs ear

Againtt the prayer of pity, and eraze

The fenfe of merit from his darkened foul R

What fhield can weaknefs to his ravenous grafp

Oppofe, but daftard guile? Can thofe who groan

Beneath the inhuman tafk, whofe rueful pangs

ﬁnpitied, unrelieved, breed lafting hate

And thirft of vengeance in the foul, indulge

Tender emotions, and the glowing heart ?

O ye
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O ye who roll the eye of fierce difdain,

Impute not ta the tremmbling, tortur’d fave,

Condemnped by partial fortane to endure

The ftripes of avarice, and the foora of pride,,

Impute not guile, or an wafeeking bresft.

Ye teach him feelings ! your infatiate rage

His hate exafperates, and enflames his heast

With rancour and unwfyab wrath, °*Twas thus,

The Iser1ax humanized the guiltlefs tribes

Who roamed Peruviaw forefts, and the buﬂu

Of OrELLANE, what time, conwvalfed and torn

With agony, the tortured fires bequeath’d

Refentment ta theis fons! *Twas then their hearts

Theobbed with new horrer ;. with unwonted ire

The wild eye reddgned, and the virtues fled!

The gentle yirtued! Tn their fead arofe

Difmay, the counfellor of’daﬁnrd deeds,

Revenge, apd ruthlefs Hatred, Then were heard
Wail
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Wailings and weeping: howled the defart-caves ;
And nature from the roaring torrents figh’d.

*Tis Virtue’s caufe,—TFhat plant of healing

pawer
To afluage heart-rending care, reared by the hand
Of fmiling Liberty, expands, and bears
Sweet fruitage. BriTons, ere the gathered ftorm,
Fierce-flying on the whirlwind’s wafteful wing, .
Scatter wild ruin,. followed by the wail
Of unavailing forrow, interpofe
Timely relief, and from the ravening blaft
Preferve the goodly blofloms. If by deeds
Ye prove your ardour genuine, and your zeal
For ipdependence, not an airy dream,
Know, on your fpirits the renewing power
Of liberty defcending, fhall reftore
The virtues of your fathers, valour, trath,
And temperance, and juftice. Who.thalt dare,
When
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When thus enlightened, thus renewed, ye feel .
Your insate dignity ; when bold to a&,
And clear to penetrate, ye know the force
And worth of independence ; who fhall dary
By open violeace, or infidious guile,
Provoke your vengeance? When the Ate . .:1xs
rofe

Heroic to defend the Ionsan ftates
From Persia’s arrogating power, the fire
Of public virtue, with intenfer beam,
Glowed in their bofoms, on the gladdened ifles,
Streaming athwart incumbent glooms, diffus’d
Mild radiance ; and with bright effulgence blaz’d
Glorious around them, when the numerous hoft
Of Asia fled from MaraTHON, and flain’d
The fhores of SarLamis with reeking gore.

What boots it to enjoy the files of heaven,
The flowery {eafons, and the foft perfumes

Shook
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Shook from the wings of zephyr, and retire
Forgotten to the grave? Is it for this

‘The mind of man, informed with mighty powers,
Conceives the future, and revolves the paft,
Reafons, refledts, and judges? Hark! the vaice
Of glory fummons, bids the foul exert

Her faculties, not given to fleep fupine

In pleafure’s filken lap, but to atchieve
Peerlefs renown. Nor will the laurei earn’d

By deeds of martial hardihood, preferve '
Immortal verdure. Tranfient fame proceeds
From armies vanquithed, and from ruined ftates.
Praife follows virtue, Few the Taesan bands,
And limited the fcene of their exploits :

Yet Fame with rapture celebrates the chief,
Who, calmly brave, on ManTiNaEA’s field,
Expired a patriot ; turning with difdain

From the fierce ravagers whofe numerous hoils,

Stream-
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Streaming from Sc¥THian and SaArmarTIAN
cliffs,

Deluged the werld, Althosgh your cohqusrieg
{fword,

Heroes of ArLs10oxn, onthé nofthern fhares

Of Canapa, orin the gemial ifles,

Cusa and Mh.ruuogz. humbled the peidé .

Of CerTic and Inzxiak kings, your fanie

Shines with diminifed {plendot, if the prayefs

Of injured virtue aré preferred in vain,

Arife diftinguithed! blaft Ambition’s hepes! - |

Fruftrate her dark defigns ! the heroic deed

Shall live recorded in the page of fame,

Or warbled by the mufe. The immontal mufe,

From time’s impetuous tide, whefe carrent fiwecps

Kingdoms and mighty nations down tiie galph

Of dark oblivion, refeues and preférved

The wreath by virtae ear#’d. In futuré times,

By
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By Govro’s fireams, or in the cultared plains

Of fair BaLacna, when fecure of wrongs,

And lawlefs ﬁlc, the peafant fhall behold

His ripening harvefts, confcious of his biifs,

Thus to his fons fhall he rehearfe the praife

Of BriT1sH virtae—(from their eyes the while,

‘Tears of foft-mingled gratitade and joy, |

Sprung genuine from the heart, fhall fleal) ¢ My
fons,

¢ Revere the race of ALB1ow: when the fword

¢ Of fpoilers rofé againft us, from afar

“ They heard our mourning, and our fufferings
mov’d

¢ Their genérous hearts. T'ixcy faw, and they ad-
mird

¢ The fpirit,of our fathers, unfeduc’d

¢ By venal arts; unthaken, undifmay’d

¢ By rage tyrannical : they rofe confefs’d

2 ¢ Free-
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¢ Freedom’s avengers: trembling and abafh’d

¢¢ The GavuL beheld, and fled as from the wrath ‘
¢¢ Of angry heaven.”—0O ALB10ON, Wilt thod fcorn

Thefe proffered laurels yielding fairer fame

Than wealth and empire ? Shall perfidious {miles

Of floth entice thy virtue, and unnerve

Thy boafted ftrength ? Forbid it, Heaven! the bold

Heroic BriTon, true to Freedom’s caufe,

Her rights fhall vindicate, avenge her wrongs,

And heap confufion on her faithlefs foes.
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A VISION.

TO A FRIEND.

S TILL will thy bofom heave ? Still will the .
cloud ’
Cf forrow lour on thy defponding brow?
O how it grieves me to behold thee grieve!
To fee thee penfive feek the lone retreat
Of Solitade, the nurfe of Woe, and yield
G2 Thy
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‘Thy blooming youth a vi&tim to Defpair !
Banifh thy forrows. With unbiafled mind
Weigh thy condition and thy fears ; difcern
With reafon and with candour, O difcern
Thy real from thy fancied woes. Beware
(Of a diftempered fancy, for her rod
Endowed with magic potency commands
Uanumbered legions, o’erwhelms the foul
With forrow and difmay. Like thee erewhile
Haplefs I languithed, and my youth decayed
Blafted by fell imaginary cares;

And forrow ftill had laid my bofom wafte,
$1ill had I languithed plaintive and forlorn,
Incapable of altion and of joy,

But that n{y better genius roufed my foul,
From her confuminyg lethargy, My friend !
The mild companion of my early days,

Thou of the gandid and 4ngenuous breaft,
Whofe
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Whofe praife inflamed me in the upward path

Of feience and of truth, fhall I not firive

To wean thee from thy forrows, and diffufe

The balm of comfort on thy troubled foul ?
"Soft was the feafon, for the genial airs

Of fummer waved their odoriferous wings

" On hill and dale, in valley and in grove

Umbrageous. Yet nor funny hill, nor dale
Gaily enamel’d, nor irriguous vales,

Nor groves umbrageous could afford me joy.
Sorrowing and fad I fought the impervious gloom
Of forefts, where the folitary rocks

Piled favage, frowned on my defponding foui.

- And now Hyrer10N in the ATLANTIC main

With AMpH1TRITE and the Neazip nymphs
Held converfe; Hesper in the weftern fky v
His lucid lamp fufpended, thro’ the vault
Of night diffufing radiance; till the mioen

' G3 N Peer’d
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Peer’d o’er the fhaggy caftern hills, half-veil’d
With clouds and vapours, in fantaftic thapes
Rolled round the horizon, On a moffy bank
Reclined, befide a reverend elm, I mus’d
Alone and mournful. From a neighbouring glade
Her melting notes, with many a folemn paufe
And many a warbling, PaiLomEL renew’d.
Faft by a limpid ftream, meandring wild
With marmurings fuited to my foul, enticed
My heart with penfive pleafure, and ere long
Shedding from downy wings his opiate dews,
Soft fleep defcended on my weary eyes.

*Twas then a vifion of high import rofe
Refulgent on my foul. Before me lay
A valley guarded with impending rocks,
With meads and ftreams, and fhady groves adorn’d.
Full many an intricate, and winding way,
And many a thorny, many a flowery path,

Trod
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‘Trod by continual paflengers, appeared

In various perfpe&ive. Some rofe aloft

To ftately towers and palaces that crown’d

The fu@it of afpiring hills, and blaz’d
Effulgent to the fun. Others retir'd,

Sought the 'lovjv valley, and the calm retreat

Of groves and deepening glades, by placid ftreams
Guiding their artlefs mazes. Others led

To flowery bowers and meadows, whence arofe
‘The noife of merriment, and dance, and fong.'
Not more perplexed and intricate that fam’d
Darpavian labyrinth, where the CreTan king
And lawgiver, fage Minos, held in dire
Captivity the ATRENIAN youth a prey

To the fell MinoTaur, till Tnn.zus flew

The infatiate monfter, and gave ATHENS peace.

G¢ A while
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A while embarrafled I remained, in doubt -
Whither to bend my unexpericaced ftep ;
TFill iflying from a woady dale obfcure
And folitary, lo a female form
Drew my attention. Sable her attise,
And flowing ; penfive was her air, and flow
And graceful was her motion. Blooming health
Her lovely hue embellithed ; and.her eye,
Soft and ferene, exprefs’d a mind benign,
And gentle, and engaging. Onward &ill
She ~nmvcd, and feemed fo lavely, and fo mild,
And languithing, ﬁy bofom glow’d with love;
And, as by foft contagion, I perceived
Congenial languithment poflefs my foul,
Onward fhe came ; with reverential awe
Lowly I bended. She, with afpeé& bland,
Thrice o’er me waved a myrtle bough, and thrice
Shook from the leaves drops of enchanting dew

Cold
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Cold and pellucid. -Sudden I perceiv’d

My, bofom beat with marvellous defire

T'o follow-her, unparagoned, and flow,

And gracefully retiring. To her dell

I followed : till behold, a winged Boy,

Lovely of feature, rofy, and array’d

In white apparel, with his trefles loofe,

And playing with the fportive gale, appear’d
Smiling before me, Ever and anon '

He fhook his purple plumage, and a fhower

Of flowers and fragrant blofloms on my path
Defcended grateful. Then his harmlefs fports’
Jovial he pra&tifed. ¢ Youth, faid he, is blithe,
¢¢ And ever livel.y, and that Power am I.

¢¢ Yield thee to me, and to the feftive vales

¢ Of pleafure I will guide thee. Hgﬁe thee, leave
¢ Pale Melancholy ; pale, tho* the appear

¢ Blooming to'thee, Avoid her wayward path,

€ And
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¢ And her infidious converfe; elfc defpair

¢ And pain fhall be thy portion. Hafle away,

¢ And I will fill thee with delight.” ¢ Away!”

Sternly replied the penfive Power, ¢ nor tell

¢ Of pleafures and delight! fruitlefs delight!

¢ Pleafures that leave a fling.”” The Boy abath’d

Withdrew relu@ant, and his fcattered flowers

Withered before me. Then with eafy grace,

With dignity, and with a fmile, the maid

Addrefled me wavering : ¢ Think not to receive

¢¢ Real enjoyment in the light purfuits,

¢ And blandifhment of pleafure. In her vales

¢ And flowery arbeurs, and enchanting groves,

“ Vipers and ferpents lye unfeen to ﬂing

¢ The unwary traveller; and in .the bowers

¢ That garnifh her deceitful manfion hang

¢¢ Fruits fwelled with poifon ; lovely they appear,

¢ Yet they will £ill thee with difeafe, and pain,
«¢ And
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¢t And forrow, and remorfe. Noridly climb

¢¢ The afcent of vain Ambition ; tho’ her towers
¢¢ Shine with illuftrious glory, they contain

“¢ Demons and fiends to fcourge thy foul, and oft
¢ They hurl the haplefs vitim of their power

¢« Down to the gulph of Infamy, to rue

¢ In anguifh and contrition, all the days

¢ He wafted in purfuit of fame. With me

“ 'Angi Solitude retiring, thou fhalt gain

¢ Immanity from all the various ills

‘¢ Attendant on the focial flate, No guile,

‘¢ No flandering malice thall deftroy thy peace:

'Y

¢ But thou fhalt tafte unfpeakable delight,
¢¢ And independent, fuited to the flate
¢¢_Of man, a wandering paffenger below.’
More than her melting eloquence her air
So languithing and tender, and her grace,

And mildnefs of demeanor, and her eye

Swime
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Swimming in tears, fubdued me. O what high
Incffable enjoyment feized my foul,

Soon as I entered that obfcyre recefs,

Lonely and devious! Ravifhment divine!

Like that of Numa, when by Tyser’s fiream,
Secluded from the public view, he rang’d
The woodlands with Ecer1a, and his mind
Stored with immortal wifdom. Cliffs abrapt
And ﬂbclv.’ng-rocks incumbent o’er the glade,
On either fide rofe awful ; and below

Deep woods extended their dark umbrage, far
Into the valley. Pines, and mournful yews,
And weeping willows, poplars to the breeze
‘Va?ving their foliage, and the cyprefs, grew
Spontancous in that lone retreat. 'The ftreams
And fountains ifluing from the- caverned rocks,
Flowed in meanders murmuring thro® the vale.
At intervals the widowed dove bewail'd

Her
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Her mate untimely flain. And, tuneful, oft
Arhid the twilight of the grove was heard
The tale of Tergus, and the unequalled wrongs"
Of PriromerAa. How the folemn gloom
My foul o’erfhadowed! as by gliding ftreams,
By darkfome grottos, underneath the brow
Of ivyed cliffs, thro’ many a winding path,
Many a low valley and forfaken lawn

I frayed with my conduior : fhe the while
Ravifhed my heart, reciting various tales

Of human fuffering, and with plenteous tears
Mourning the fate of Virtue, oft compell’d
*To bend beneath oppreffion, and endurg
Penury, fcorn, and infolent rebuke.

O how her eloquence with rapture fill’d

My bofom, as her tuneful tongue deplor’d
The fleeting nature of terreftrial blifs,

Often the paufed, and fighing fore, refum’d
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Her lamentable frain, repeating oft,

“ Ah me! how vain the promifes of joy!

¢ How vain the vifions of deceitfal hope!

¢¢ Fair fmiles the valley in the eye of mom,

¢¢ With dewy blofloms, and with vernal airs,

¢¢ Bat foon the unexpeQed tempett lours,

¢ And blafts the beauties of the tranfient fcene.”
Onward we journcyed, and behold the vale

With deeper horror frowned ; the favage rocks

More favage feemed ; the mazy fireams, erewhile

So pleafing, flowed more flowly, and were flain’d

With a faneral dye, and murmured hoarfe

And horrible. Even my conduétor feem’d

Lefs lovely and engaging, for her hue,

Erewhile fo rofy, left hers in its ficad

Palenefs fuffufed her features ; and her eye

Grew heavy, unenlivened with thofe mild

And fweet expreflions that enticed my heart.
Oft
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Oft from the adjacent groves wailings were heard

And lamentations, Imprecations dire,

At times, appalled me. Orphans reft of hope

Wailed with the widow, and with plenteous tears

Bedewed the urns and athes of the dead,

I;rom many a glade iffued the woeful plaint

Of lovers, racked with unabating pangs,:

Pierced with the ingratitude and bitter fcorn

Of thofe they worfhipped. Many a voice bewail'd

The changes of affettion, and the fmile

Of counterfeited friendthip. .Others griev'd,

Galled with the fhafts of flander, and the wounds

Inflicted by the fecret hand of guile

Prompted by malice. * Bards, who had afpir'd

‘To gain the applaufes of AroLLo, mourn’d

Their fruitlefs labour, and their laurels torn

By envy, by unﬁuitcd negle&

And cenfure blighted, Many a voice deplor’d
The
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‘The fall of public virtae, the decay

Of freedom and fair honour, and that craft

And foul ambition gathered the rewatd

Doue to the Patriot. Frequent I beheld,

Graved oa the adjacent rocks, infcriptions, urns,
Devices of fad ifnport; and the tales

Of thofe that travelled thro’ the dale grown wild,
Gloomy, and ruggcd, reft of every joy.

My foul was fmitten ; when a human form,
Meagre, and gaant, and fqualid, from a cave
Faft by, accoled me. Of middle age
He feemed, and proffered me a cup. I knew
‘The beverage baneful, yet with recklefs mind,
By cruel forceries compelled, I quafd,

‘Too plenteoufly I quafPd the invenomed dr.ught,
Erewed by Solicitude of bitter drugs,
/And fell infernal mixtures. He, the brood
Of Melancholy, in that dreary cave
6 Bcgotten,
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Begotten, fatherlefs, with rites abhorr’d,

And muttered incantations, ay contrives

‘The ruin of the m.zhappy travellers, lur’d

To tread the magzes of that dire retreat.

Bending on me his haggard cye, with frowns

And fharp rebuke reproving me, ¢ Behold

¢¢ What you have forfeited,” he cried, * and loft.”

Then with a red infin& with magic power,

He {mote the adamantine rocks; and lo,

Parting, they thew’d me on the other fide,

A lovely landfcape, an extenfive plain

Watered with lucid ftreams, adorned with woods

And lawns and meadows. A delicious gale

Breathed odours, gathered from the fruits and
flowers

Of that Arcapian fcene. And foon appéared

Shepherds and nymphs, to minftrelfy of pipes

Dancing m antic meafures. How I long’d

H To
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To fhare their tpenimént; alas, in vain!
The fell magician fmote the rocks; they clos’d,
And barred my paflage. As anexile, left
Alone on fome deferted fhore, expofed
To famine and the rage of favage beafts,
Viewing afar the leflening fails of thofe
That left him, fafites his bofom, and deplqres
His direful deftiny ; fo in that wild
And weary wildernefs forlorn I wept.
Darknefs defcended terrible, and lo,
A threatening fhape, armed with a crael fcourge,
Accomp:nied with many a demon dire,
Purfued me. It was Fear, of Fal-ncy born
To fell Solicitude. For Fancy oft’
_Leaves her ELys1an manfions, and her {fmiles
And gay attire, and in the dreary watfte,
Penfive arrayed in 2 funeral pall,
With Melancholy mufes. Her the fiend,
2 Amid
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Amid the gloom of 2 TARTARIAN gro.vc,
Ravithed with bratal violence, and impregn’d
With Fear and thofe mifhapen fpeftres ay
Prompting his rage, and to his dire behefts
Obfequious. Me he menaced and affail'd :
I ran and wept ; he followed, and with yells

' Appal.led me. O what miferies I endur’d
In rugged paths forlorn; athwart the gloom
Demons and ghaftly vifages uncouth
Glared horrible. Thick voices indiftinét,
Behind me, terrified my fainting foul ;
And oft, fwift fhooting thro® the deepening thades,
The livid lightening gleamed and often fcath’d
And cleft the groaning foreft. Still I urg’d
My miferable flight, till I attain’d

" An awful precipice abrupt. O there

By furious fiends thro’ various paths purfu’d

‘What wretches were affembled! Loud lament,

H2 And
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And wailing and fierce frantic fcreams arofe
Horrid around me, and befide me, lo,
Pale MeLancuory. “Down ye plaintive crew.”
Imperious with a hollow voice fhe cry’d:
* Down to the regions of Defpair.” They yell’d
And headlong plunged into the dark abyfs.

What horror feized me trembling on the verge
Of that tremendous precipice!—a while
Irrefolute I fiood : Fear urged behind
With his infernal furies; and the fiend
Solicitude, and Melancholy, now
A loathfome hag. O Heaven! Icry'd. A flood
Around me blazed of unexpeéted day.
The fpe&tres vanithed. From an opening cloud
A radiant form, as of a feraph, girt
With robes effulgent, down the bending &ky
Came ghiding. Soon my bofom recogniz’d
The majefty of Wispou, tempered fwest

6 With
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With condefcending mildnefs. With a voice

Full of fubduing melody, benign

And awful, he addrefled me. ¢ Hafte thee hence.
¢¢ Leave the retreats of Solitude : forego

¢¢ The fellowfhip and wizard-arts of her

¢ That late enticed thee, and betrayed thy foul
¢¢ To Sorrow, urging thee to wild Defpair.

¢ Know, to Defpair, magician dire, is given

¢« Leave, for atime, to fend his engines vile,

¢ His crafty emifaries, to affail

¢¢ Mankind by violence, or by guile to prove

“ Their manhood, and reliance in the Power

¢¢ That rules the nnive.rfe. Leave the abyfs

¢ Of forrow, and unfathomable woe,

¢¢ Seck the purfuits of focial life: engage

¢ In aQion: nor with overweening care

s Anxious anticipate events, To Heaven

s¢ Leave every iffue. A& as it becomes

Hj A reafon.
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¢ A reafonable, altive being, form’d
¢ By a beneficent, omnifcient Power
« Supreme in the creation. To condu&t
¢ Thy fteps from this inhofpitable wild,
¢ To guide thee to the vale of Peace, to fhed
¢t Flowers on thy paflage, and to lift thy foul
¢« With glad prefages, {miling in the prime
¢ Of lovely youth, Horg on celeftial wings
« Salutes thee, Be of comfort.”—-awoke.
The vifion vanithed. In the eaftern fky,
Arrayed with radiance, in his golden car,
Puorsus appeared. Raylefs and pale, the moon
Sunk waning in the weft. The hovering mifts
Involved the mountains in their fleecy fkirts.
The tuneful nightingale her mournful tale
Ceafed: in her fiead the merry lark arofe,
And hailed the morning. Underneath, the vale
So lovely with her cultivated fields,

Her
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Her azure rivers, and her vocal groves,

Her humble cottages, her lowing herds,

Her fhepherds piping, while their chearful flocks
The dewy upland browzed, my foul infpir'd
With peace, and gratitude, and foft delight.
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R O W E N A
. HY, lovely daughter of the vale, defcend
W Thy tears faft-trickling ? To the defart-
gale

Flow thy dithevelled treffes ? On thy cheek
Fades the young rofe with pining grief. Difpel

Thy rifing fears, nor wildly-gazing turn

Inceffant to the vacant fhapelefs air

Thine eye difordered. ¢ See that pallid form I
'Anfwered the maid, ¢ beckoning on me with

frowns

¢ And fierce demeanor! fee that bofom gor’d

¢« With welling wounds!—On me, ill-fated youth,

‘¢ Bend not fevere thy ftern accufing eye;

* For I am guiltlefs of thy blood, This breaft

¢ Was
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s« Was ever fai:bful to my plighted vow :

¢« Witncfs the fighing of my broken heart!

* Witnefs the wailing of my fleeplefs nights!

¢ Witncfs my days of anguith! and my tears

* Shed hourly on thy grave.—Fair as yon ath
¢¢ Waving its foliage to the mountain’s breeze
¢¢ Was Epwin, gentle as the gale of fpring ;

¢ But if enraged, wild as the roaring deep

¢« Chafed by the tempeft. Me the lucklefs youth

¢ Preferred, and pleafing to mine artlefs ear

[

¢« Breathed the foftlanguage of his foul. My faith
¢ Was early plighted, and my conftant heart

e¢ Preferved the impreffion of his peerlefs form
s¢ Indelible. Butin ill-omened hour

¢« Came Eprep; fkilled in guileful arts, he fmil’d
¢ On every maid, and whifpered ftudied tales

¢ To the believing virgins. Me he ftrove

s¢ Infidious to feduce, but #rovein vain,
‘ & Yet
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#¢ Yet not unpleafing to mine ear his fpeech

< Devifed with cunning, and with courtly phrafe
¢ Embellifhed. Oft my blufhes mixt with lfmilcs
¢¢ Betrayed my flattcred vanity, and fed

¢ His lawlefs hope. Epwin perceived! his foul

¢ Stung with refentment, and with jealous rage

¢ Impaflioned, flamed a fierce davouring fire.

“ He cl;allenged EprED to the field : they fought
¢ Befide yon brawling rivulet, and their gore

¢¢ Defiled the lucid fiream. By mutual wounds

¢ Both fell, and dying ’gainft Rowe~a pour’d

¢ Dire imprecations, - Sure the hely faints

¢¢ Their curfes ratified ; for fince that day

¢ No ray of pcace' hath vifited my foul.

¢ By horror haunted, reftlefs and difmay’d,

¢« Hourly I tremble, hourly I decay.

-
-

Sorrow confumes me!l Scon this weary heart
<¢ Shall ceafe from fighs and anguifh in the duft.”
THE
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THE

FATE OF AVARICE.

BE SIDE that glade behold a fhapelefs mound

O’ergrown and fhagged with noifome weeds
and thrubs

Of poifonous quality. A fir-tree fcath’d

By the blue lightening fpreads her withered arms

Acrofs. Our herds and bleating flocks afar - '

View it akkance. For know, no living thing

Its tangling brakes approacheth, fave the bat

Flitting no&urnal, or the ill-omened ow!,

Or noxious reptiles; fave at midnight hour

That yells and howlings ifluing forth-appall

The wandering thepherd, wh.ilc athwart the fhade

Fierce fiery vifages with gefture ftrange '

Gleam terrible. An impious corfe interred

Beneath

-
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Beneath the unhallowed heap, vitiates the growth
Of flowers and tender herbs, tainting the dews
And foftering juices, or with noxious fteams
Infe&ing the fweet air. The fordid wretch
In hoarded wealth abounding ne’er unbarr’d
His portal to the ftranger, ne’er: attir’d
The naked, nor the hungry orphan fed :
The needy never fhared of his abundance ;'
Nor bleft his ripening harvefls. Holy Heaven
Regarded him with pity, and with-held
Due punithment till his relentlefs arm
Oppreft the weeping widow, and condemn’d
Her age to mifery and pinching want.
‘Then the red arm of vengeance lanced the bolt
Unerring. His unrighteous wealth, amafs’d
By rapine, perifhed : his devoted barns
Flamed with avenging fire: infuriate fiends
Pofleft his bofom: maddening he forfook

The
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‘The abodes of men, and to the midnight fhades
Howled dolorous. At length where yondeg heap
Arifeth, his blafpheming fpirit busft

Her tenement, and left an odious carcafe.

THE NAIAD.

Y OU afk the caufe, Lavinia, why the nymph
Of this meandring ftream, the fouthern vale

Negle@ting, heedlefs of the enamelled lawns

And meadows, northward through the larid heath

Purfues her folitary way ? Then lit

A tale full oft by fhepherd fwains rehears’d

On days of feftival. In antient times,

ArTaNaBreck this lovely Natap woo'd

In Térns bower, a .fea-nymph fweet of voice

i And
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And mufical of utterance. Feats atchiev’d

By heroes, and exploits of bold emprize

The Nererp fang melodious; and for this

The Goddefs of the coral grove beftow’d

A filver urn, by Vurcax’s cunning fkill

Engraved with myftic figures, and with ftreams

Amply replenithed. Due obeifance paid,

The nymph departed and commenced her fway.

Pleafed with the verdure of our fouthern vale,

¢ Here,” faid the virgin, ¢ fhall my limpid ftream

“ Flow garruléus through groves and echoing
glades;

¢ Anon through verdant meadows, to the flowers

¢« Imparting moifture, to the thepherd fiwains

-«

¢ Warbling wild melody.”—The nymph was fair
And blooming: and her artlefs beauty won
The heart of Prozsus. *Yield thee, génde
nymph,

1 ¢ Nor
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¢ Nor fcorn the love of Proesvs,” (thus the God

His prayer addreft) and on thy margin green

¢ With genial influence fhall my beams defcend

“ Fruitfal of flowers and herbage. Thee the fwains

¢« Shall celcbrate, the fweetly-dittied fong

¢« Myfelf infpiring.” Bat m vain the God

His amoroas fuit preferred ; difdainful fpeech *

And fcorn his fole requital. Then in wrath,

¢ Depart,” he cried, * perverfe and i)rideful '
nymph!

¢¢ Nor fhatl thy pride avail thee : northward bend

¢ Thy fullen courfe, nor meet my fervid ray

« Unlefs to prove my vengeance, and deplore

¢¢ Thy tiny urn exhaufted. More to queil

i 'l;hy froward fpitit, be thy name uacouth

¢ And ftubborn like thy nature, all unmeet

¢¢ o flow melodious in poetic rhyme.”

The Na1ap heard indignant, nor replied ;

- Not
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Nor of her choice repenting, northward turn’d
Her tuneful carrent. Penfive on her urh
Reclining her the Goddefs of the bow, '
Dran accompanied with quivered nymphs
Hailed, and with gentle greeting thus confol’d =
¢ Hail, honoured virgin! by thy trial prov’d

¢ Deferving. When thy watry charge allows,
« Or due attendance in the coral bower |

*¢ Of filver-flippered THET1S, ’xr;nid the rocks,
¢¢ And'woody dales, and upland lawns, with me
¢¢ Purfue the rapid deer. Dreary the wafte

¢ Lav’d by thy lucid fiream: nor yet repine:

#¢ On thy green margin fhall my Dryap nymphs
¢ Raife bloomy fhrubs, impregnating. the gale

“ With fragrance, and with interwoven boughs
¢¢ Veiling thy current from intrufive beams.

¢ Unmufical thy name-—fuch the decree

¢« Of ftern ApoLLo—yet thy winding fireams

) ¢ Flow
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‘¢ Flow mufical !—how fwect their warmbling din
« Heard by the fhepherd haftening from the hill
¢ At noontide to allay his thirft! For this,

¢ On feftal days affembling, grateful fwains,

¢¢ Breathing the wildly-dittied fong, fhall hymn

¢ Thy name with Pares and protefling Pax.”
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E L E G Y

ON THE

DEATH OF A LADY.

Quis defiderio fit pudor, aut modus
Tam cari capitis?

Cui Pudor et Juftitiae foror
Incorrupta Fides, nudaque Veritas

Quando ullam inveniet parem!  Hoxr.

,T IS the delufion of fome hideous dream !
Some horrid fantafy that haunts my foul -
With images of woe.—Q that it were
A tranfient fantafy! too well my heart
Feels her misfortune, feels the dreadful truth
That Lucta moulders in an early grave.

O ye that honour virtue, that eftcem
Nobility of foul, the generous heart,

14 ‘The
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‘The bofom moved by pity to affuage
The pangs of forrow, and difpel the fears °
Of want and pale defpondency, lament!
She who was ever gentle and benign,
The friend of forrow, moulders in the duft.
O ye that tread the Mufes flowery path,
Here fcatter garlands, fcatter rofes here :
This meed fhe merits, for fhe loved the Mufe,
And could diftinguith with difcerning tafte,
The various beauties of immortal fong.
Lament ye Mufes, mourn ye generous arts,
Ye that ennoble and refine the foul,
Your candid friend, your patronefs, Jament!
O ye untainted by contagious vice,
Ye who have feelings to difcern the grace
Of true religion, your congenial fouls,
Melting in tender fympathy, will grieve,
Grieve for yourfelves, and that a downward age, -
| Te
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To folly and malignant error prone,
Hath loft a pattern of furpafling worth.
Unblemifhed innocence! ingenuous truth!
Religion pure, and rational, and mild!
Engaging manners! charity! and all
‘The affeflions that embellith and ex.lt
The human heart, ah whither wiil ye fiy
For refuge from a perfecuting world!
For Lucia fleeps untimely in the duft.

O ye fupreme in forrow, who deplore
A wife! a parent! O forgive the Mufe
Who thus intrudes on your becoming woe,
Mingling with yours her genuine tear, the tear
That flows from gratitude, the tribute due
To peerlefs merit, Could the Mufe impart
A ray of confolation! —fruitlefs with!
Lo, other comforters! the cherub-choir

Thatcalm’d her parting moments, Patience crown’d

With
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With an immortal garland, fmiling Hope,

And meek-'e;'ed Refignation, heavenly forms,
That foothed her ftruggling foul, and bade her fear
No danger in the dark and trying hour

Of diffolution, See! on you they bend

Their gracious afpe& : and with them behold
The difembodied fpirit, now 2 pure

Angelic nature. O to thefe refign

‘The empire of your fouls, for they have power, .
Not to remave, but to alleviate woe,

‘To foften and improve the tender pang,

And fo reftore you to the path of peace.
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MISCELLANEOUS
V E R § E S

A
P ROLOGUE

ON THE

OPENING OF AN ENGLISH THEATRE
‘AT St. PETERSBURGH.

W ITHOUT the aid of ornament or art,
To fpeak the language of a grateful heart,

T come refpeétful. Little known to fame,

Through ftormy, feas to diftant thores we came ;

And to us BriToNs, in a foreign land,

BriTons held forth the kind protetting hand.

Friendlefs we came; but every BriT1sn heart

In all our interefts took a friendly part;

Ye
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Ye cheared our hopes, difpelled our anxious fear,

And made our welfare your pecyliar care.

Fair fame attend you! O may due fuccefs

Reward your me.rit, and your labours blefs!

Kind as ye are, and generous, may ye fill

El;jby the power, as ye poffefs the will

Peace be your portion! fromr your dwellings far

Be banithed Sorrow and corroding Care ! \
‘The rulers of this land beheld with joy

How BriTisu hcarts on BriTisu hearts rely,

- .

How ALB!ON 8 fons, incapable of changc;
Through no vancty of fnendﬂups range,
Kind without mte:eﬂ, with affeétion true,
Generous and conftant where theit faitix is due.

‘The ralers of this land whofe hofts defy’d
The rage of infidels, and quelled their pride,
MadeKa ﬂvl;"s freamswith flaughtered foesrunred, -

. Heaped BENDER’s walls with thoufands of the dead,
Undaunted
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Undaunted in the gallant frife of arms,

~ Even to ByzanTium carried dire alarms,
Tinged the Agcaen wave with OTTOMAN gore,
And fhook with terror Ast4’s diftant fhore ; ‘
They faw your goodnefs, felt it, and were mov’d
To emulate the worth their fouls approv’d;

This generous fympathy their favour drew ;

Us they applavded, but they honoured you.

With goodnefs in extreme, even from the throne
The radiance of the imperial bounty fhone,
Beamed glory round us, raifed us from the ground,
’And bade us bloom, and bade our fruits abound.
Far through the nations may that radiance thine -
Supremely bright, beneficent, benign,

To fofter Merit, from the haunts of men

To banith Difcord and her ghattly train;

Envy fhall pine and ficken at the fight, ’
And Turkisa crefcents mingle with the night.‘ 3

T2 ON
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ON THE

DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY.

AH fhepherds! what a lamentable change!
Behold that cheek, where youth and beauty
bloom’d,

Lifelefs and pale! E:;tinguiﬂncd now .the beam
“That fhone erewhile in her expreflive eye,
An image of her foul, ferene, and foft,
And lovely, and fubduing! ah! no more
Warbles the mufic of her tuneful voice.
Silent fhe lies, regardlefs of our woe!’
Wake, lovely maid !—But fhe can ne’er awake!
For who can burft the fetters of the grave?

O fhe was lovely and beloved: her fmile
Gave rapture to the foul. When fhe adorn’d
The feftive dance, no other paftime ftay’d

The
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“Fhe nymphs apd Mepherds : fram the hills they
came;

Beheld her and admii’d. Se; and ‘ts fung
On days of feftival by roral bards,
When kind ealivening fans with genjal warmsy
tmpregnating the gi¢be, call forth fhe Rofe,
Through graves and glades the joyful fidings runy
And in fyll hafe ihe S1zvaxs and the Fawns;
Afferbling rognd from dells and dtippifig cavey;
Blefs the fair plant, 30d hail her Queea of Flowers,

Orgaps and Dry4ns, eyery filvan power
Worthipped in grove and valley, whither ﬂray:i .
Your wapdering fpotfeps at this awful hoyr?
Could not your heavenly charms, your tunefulvaice,
tave foothed the rage of rysful fate, and ftay’d
The lethal blow? Ah me! if heavenly eharms,
If fofteft nielody could foothe the rage
Of rueful fate, our Proese had not died.

K " Ah
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Ah what avails it that fubduing grace
Fathioned her lovely form ? Of what avail
That fhe was gentle? 'Can the ingenuous breaft, -
The foul of truth ‘anblemifliéd and ferene,
The blufh of modefty, the tender heart,
Can théy répel the ruthlefs arm of death ?
Flow, flow, ye tears! inhuman death regards
Nor youth, nor beauty. Like a treacherous froft
Thit {preads at éven’ his cold hand on a bank
Of fragrant flowers, and foon the vivid tints
Languifh, and fade, and mingle with the duft,
Death ftole upoh her, and by flow dcgreés
Watted her opening prine, and long delay’d,
As if in pity, long delayed the blow ;
At length he fmote——and planged us in defpair.

-

ON



-
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ON THE
 DI3AuT H
OF THE ’

EARL AND COUNTESS
"OF

SUTHERLAND.

WRITTEN, M.pcc.LxvI.

TWO trees, the glory of the foreft, grew
Beauteous with interwoven boughs. The morn

Rofe fmiling, clad in vermil blooms : her dews

Spangled their waving foliage, and her gales

Around them breathed perfume. The fiivan fwains

Beheld them and admired ; and to the hills

And vales, in fweetly-dittied fong, piyclaim’d

K2 Their
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Their praife unbidden : while the geatle nymphs

Gathering the blofloms of returning fpring,

And hang their chaplets on the leafy boughs.

But ere Hyper10x on his noon-tide throne

Exalted in the midft of heaven, difplay’d

Meridian msjelty, d teinpéft rofe;

A fore diftrefling tempeft, and o’erwhelm’d

The goodly pair.—Witnefs, ye doleful groves,

Ye rocks, ye murmuring fireamlets, how the vale

Was filled with forrow. Then the woodland nymphs

Tore their fair trefles, beat their fnowy breafts,

And wept aiid mourned. Ne tmord she ephétf-Boy

Tended his milk-white youhglings, and Wi pipe

Potred the {id wailing of healt-yendisiy prief <.
Forgive, bright thades! the motvifol fiwaid whe

brings
This tributc-to your-tomb. Who would neét giieve |
Whea Merit ia the blooming prime of life, | .
Adorned
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Adorned with high nobility, is fwept

Into ghe clay-cold grave! O chicf for thee,
Fair Lady! pattern of connubial love, '

The mufe laments. For thee the Virtaes weave
A lv;'nath immortal ; gnd thy peerlefs Praif
Shall be preferved by Cavrepoxia’s dames.

K3 VERSES
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VERSES TO A LADY,
WITH THE

GENTLE SHEPHERD.

F AIR Laoy! this affeing lay perufe,

The genuine offspring of the Dor1c Mufe:
The Mufe erewhile on CALEDONIA’s plains
That charmed the forefts with mellifiuent ftrains,
Copious and clear where ansu'glides along,
Where TwEebpa liftens to the fhepherds fong, v
Where Spey impetuous pours his rapid tide,
Or in the valley of commercial CLybpE,

By winding ForTH, or by the filver Tay,
Warbling fhe welcomed the return of May,
Cold now the hands, extinét the heavenly fire
That waked to ecftafy the living lyre;

No
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No more the energy of fong. pervades

- Our filent valleys, and forfaken glades;

No more the green hill and the deepening grove
Refound the longing, languid voice of love:
For HamirTox the Loves and Graces mo§m ;

And tuneful Mufes weep at RAMsax’s urn,

- X4 S THE
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THE
NOBLE HERMIT,

A FRAGMENT:

The author defigned a dramatic .pocm on the’
fubje& of Mr. CarTwricHT’S ArMIVE and
Etvira, but want of leifure prevented his
exccuting -any more of it than the féllowing

introduétory fcene,

H AIL, lovely Mom! hail, thou reviving beam

That gilds the orient, chafing to the weit
The damps and fhadows in the rear of night!
Hail, blooming ficlds! ye vernal groves, array’d
With beapty, where a thoufand feathered fongfters
Mingle their melodies, I greet you well.
Ye murmuring brooks, ye rivulets, and ye rocks
{ncil-mbcpg o'er .;his foligary-vale,

¢ My
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My grateful {alytation y& deforve;
* For ye ll;ve granted me benign eompofare,
Sweet peace of mind, and freedom from the goad
Of tyraanixing paflion. FPrecions gifts!
To him that effimat:s their worth aright,
More valnable far than weslth or grandeur.
In vain amid the din sad pomp of war, .
*Mid clgnging armour, byrnithed helms and fpears,
And prarcing fleeds csparifoned, and all
The dread assay of marfhalled hoﬂs,‘ in vain
I fought 0 6ad them, Calm Caontentmeyt fies
To fhades and folitude, I me’es heheld
Her placid eye amid the glare of courts,
The lofty palace, the @upendops dome,
The fretted roof, the fenlptured pillar hewn
With rare device of mafonry, the hall
With minfirdfy refounding, and the feaft,
What mﬂfe‘y‘? The sefort of: Q_giex? Ne!
of
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Of Envy rather, and of bitter Rancour.

Calm Quiet have I found thee !——Yet one care

Alarms my bofom like & fullen cloud

Flying athwart the vernal &ky. My Armine,

The prop of my declining age, the folace

And treafure of my foul, brooks not a life

Of lone retirement and inglorious eafe.

Eager he pants for arms, and to diftinguith

His name by feats of hardihood. He errs.”

For glory is not aye the meed of valour,

But oft the recompence of glozing cowards,

While injured.Merit eats the bread of care.

But I muft medicine this his fond conceit,

And that right fkilfully ; for if he knew

The fame of his high anceftry, derived

From Onm; and the purPlc tide that flows

Impetuous in his veins, tranfmitted pure

Through a long line of heroes, -and that I,
Bencath
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Beneath the banner of the holy Crofs,
Fought not inglorious, when bold GoprrEy led
The flower of EUROPE to JERUSALEM,
Not all the wifdom of the cloiftered fage,

Nor all the reverence that he bears his father,
Cold rein his fiery foul. ® * *

THE EN D.
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